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FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT 


" B. B. SANDERS 


My father and mother were members of the Missionary 
Baptist Church and all my relatives on both my father’s 
and mother’s side, as far back as I can trace them, who 
belonged to any church. My father, while in his young 
manhood, removed from South Carolina and settled in 
Pickens County, Alabama, where he lived the most of his 
life. He was a Baptist minister, and filled the pulpits of 
some of the largest churches in that county, and held some 
powerful big meetings in that day and time and baptized 
a large number of people. 

In his home his custom was to assemble the family each 
evening in a kind of semi-circle around the old fireplace, 
und. taking the Bible from the sideboard, to read a 
chapter and then say, ‘‘‘Let us pray,’’ and after the prayer 
mother would call each child to her, and, pressing our 
heads in her lap, would say, ‘‘Repeat after me: 


‘‘ Now I lay me down to sleep, 
I pray thee, Lord, my soul to keep; 
If I should die before I wake, 
I pray thee, Lord, my soul to take. ’’ 


In that way I was brought up, but in that country and 
in that day and time parents did not believe it was right 
for children under eighteen years or twenty years to join 
the church. I grew up to manhood, married, and moved 
‘away out to Texas,’’ and settled in Houston County, and 
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began teaching school and continued to teach until the 
Jivil War came on, when I enlisted as a soldier in the 
Confederate Army, and served about four years. The 
war being over, I went back to see my parents, who were 
then living in Lowndes County, Mississippi, and through 
their persuasion I removed from Texas to Mississippi, and 
a school being offered me near Baldwyn in Lee County I 
accepted it and resumed my ante-bellum calling. 

My wife was a member of the Baptist Church when we 
were married, and was very devoted to her religion, and 
of course believed, like myself, that the Baptist Church 
was the church of Jesus Christ; or that there was no other 
church—that all Christians who did not belong to the 
Baptist Church were not in the church of Jesus Christ. 
She seldom lost an opportunity to persuade me to become a 
‘Christian, and one morning at the breakfast table, after 
I had helped our two little children, who were seated in 
their high chairs to my right, she looked into my face and 
said, “‘Husband, in my father’s lifetime he always gave 
thanks at the table, and when he was no more my mother 
took his place, and it seems so strange to me to commence 
eating without giving thanks to God; won’t you be that 
religious? God has blessed us with two sweet little children, 
and remember that early impressions are as lasting as life.’’ 

This sermonette made a lasting impression upon me, 
and is with me even unto this day. As I went to my school- 
room that morning I said in my heart, ‘‘God» bless my 
good wife. I’m going to seek religion, and \if I am not 
one of the non-elect, and there is pardon for me, I’ll ‘get 
religion’ and join the church.’’ This was in 1867. That 
summer the Baptists began a protracted meeting not 
far from my house, which I attended regularly. After 
the meeting began to warm up, mourners were called and 
I went up and gave the preacher my hand and kneeled 
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down by the front bench. The preacher and others came 
and talked to me and told me to ‘‘only believe’’ and the 
Holy Spirit would do the balance. I prayed and cried, 
lamented and mourned, but without relief. The meeting 
continued for about three weeks and I continued to go 
up to be prayed for. Many had ‘‘gotten through,’’ shouted, 
and said it was better felt than told. I was sad. I did 
not feel that way, but never for a moment doubted their 
good feelings, and this made me feel that there was no 
hope for me. 

The meeting was about to close and I was not 
“‘through.’? What should I do? They told me there 
was something that I would not give up, or that I did 
not believe. I was willing to give up sin—sorry that I had 
sinned against my Father, my Saviour and the Holy 
Spirit. I knew that I did believe that Jesus is the Christ, 
the Son of God—yet they told me I did not believe or else 
I would rejoice! That was strange tome! Then I thought 
perhaps the doctrine of election and reprobation, as_be- 
heved by many Baptists in that day, was true, and that 
I was one of the reprobates. 

The preacher had announced that if there were no more 
‘converts by the next night the meeting would probably 
close. Again I thought what should I do? The next 
evening I was on my way to the church, all alone, as 
my wife did not go to that service. I came to a tree by 
the wayside and there I kneeled down and prayed and 
prayed for God to give me the comforting influence of 
the Holy Spirit, but I felt no better. What should I do? 
The meeting would close and I am not saved! Before , 
arising from my knees I resolved that if my Baptist breth- 
ren. would take me into their fellowship I would that 
very night join the church, and immediately I had a feel- 
ing of at least some satisfaction, for I felt that if I were 
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one of the non-elect it could do me no harm, as my con- | 
demnation was already sealed; if I were of the elect and 
God permitted me to join the church, that it was his 
will, and I would be benefited and carry out the Scrip- 
ture that ‘‘it was God working in me to will and to do 
of his good pleasure.”’ 

IT went on up to the church and called out the preacher 
and told him of my resolution, and when I was through 
with my story he placed his hand on my head and said: 
“‘Bro. Sanders, you are a converted man; that’s my 
experience better than I could have told it myself.’’ Again 
I thought that is strange! Why did you not talk to 
me that way when I was at the mourners’ bench? You 
told me I did not believe, and now you tell me that is 
your experience! 

We went on into the church and the sermon was 
preached and the invitation was given for mourners to 
come; they came; and another season of weeping and 
anguish, and two out of the nine, I believe, got through. 
Then ‘‘the doors of the church were opened’’ and all who 
desired to unite with the church by experience were asked to 
come forward; I went with seven others. The preacher said: 
‘“‘Now we want you all to tell what the Lord has done 
for you, in your own way and your own. language.’’ I 
was seated on one end of the bench and the relation of 
the experiences began at the other end of the bench. Some 
wonderful stories were told as to how the Spirit of God 
had operated upon their hearts, and how happy they 
felt! I did not feel that way, but I was in earnest and 
wanted to be a Christian. When it came to my turn ‘‘to 
state what the Lord had done for me’’ I quickly arose 
from my seat and said: ‘‘Brethren, I want you to be 
honest with me now, for I feel that my soul’s interest is 
at stake, and when I am through if it is not your expe- 
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rience say no, and I will regard youn my best friends, 
and if it is, say yes, and I will believe that you are breth- 
ren indeed.’’ 

I then began and related what I had said to the 
preacher before we entered the church, and then said: ‘‘If 
this is religion, I am full of it from the crown of my head 
to the soles of my feet, but if not, then I haven’t a bit 
of it.’’ I took my seat. The preacher sprang to his feet 
and said: ‘‘Brethren, this is a wonderful experience; God 
has not only blessed Bro. Sanders in the forgiveness of 
his sins, but he has called him to preach; all in favor of 
receiving him into full fellowship after he shall have been 
baptized, say I,’’ and all said ‘‘I,’’ and into the Christian 
fellowship I went, and on the following Sunday I was 
baptized and that night received the hand of church fel- 
lowship. I was now a Baptist in full fellowship. The 
meeting went on for another week, and the brethren in- 
sisted that I should lead the song service and occasionally 
they called on me to lead in prayer, which I did the best 
I could. 

The meeting closed with a good, large number of con- 
verts, yet I was not altogether satisfied with my religion, 
but this I kept to myself, for I wanted to be in full fel- 
lowship and to keep my doubts from my good wife, who 
was so happy in the thought that I was a Christian, and 
really in the church! 

I said to my wife: ‘‘We will commence and read the 
New Testament through, alternating in verses; we will 
read one or two chapters a day and then have prayers 
in our home.’’ This moved my wife to tears of gratitude 
to Almighty God, to think that her husband was really 
going to pray at home, and in the presence of our sweet 
little children! That little sermonette was still ringing in 
my ears: ‘‘Husband, my father in his lifetime always gave 
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thanks at the table, and when he was no more my mother 
took his place, and it seems so strange to me to commence 
eating without giving thanks to God; we have two sweet 
little children and early impressions are as lasting as life— 
won’t you be that-religious?’’ We commenced reading the 
Scripture daily and praying to the God of heaven and 
earth to guard, shield and protect us from all harm during 
the day. God blessed us; but ever and anon we would 
come across some Scripture that contradicted our Baptist 
theslegy. 

One morning we came to this Scripture: ‘‘Go preach 
the gospel to every creature: he that believeth and is bap- 
tized shall be saved’’ (Mark xvi. 15, 16). I said: ‘‘ Wife, 
what does-this mean? We Baptists believe that it reads 
this way: ‘He that believeth is saved, and then should be 
baptized because he is saved:’’’ Wife said: ‘‘Guess it’s a 
mistranslation; if we understood it, the reading would 
correspond with our belief.’’ We went on with our family 
worship, but that Scripture troubled me and kept ringing 
in my head. 

In a few mornings after that we came to this verse, 
‘‘Verily I say unto thee, Except a man be born of water 
and the Spirit, he cannot enter into the kingdom of God.’’ 
Again I said, ‘‘Wife, what does this mean? This looks to 
me like baptism is necessary to an entrance into the king- 
dom of God.’’ ‘‘Well,’’ she said, ‘‘if we understood this 
figurative expression it would correspond with our belief.’’ 
““That may be,’’ said I; ‘‘but pray tell me of what is it 
a figure?’’ The conversation stopped and we went on with 
our worship. We continued to read the Bible and to 
pray, but these and many other passages I pondered in 
my head, and asked God to help me to understand them. 

One day we came to this passage: ‘‘Repent, and be bap- 
tized every one of you, in the name of Jesus Christ, for 
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the remission of your sins, and ye shall receive the gift of 
the Holy Spirit’’ (Acts ii. 38). Again I said: *“Wife, what 
does this mean? We Baptists teach that sinners should 
first repent, then believe, and then your sins are forgiven, 
and because your sins have been forgiven you should be 
baptized.’’ Wife said: ‘‘Guess this is a mistranslation.”’ 
“‘Well,’”’ said I, ‘‘it is a mis-something, and if so much 
of the Bible is a mistranslation, who knows who is right 
and who knows whether the Bible came from God? I 
will pray no more until I can get my theology straight- 
ened out.’’ And with this remark, I threw the Bible 
upon the table and said, ‘‘You can go on with the pray- 
ers.’? Wife wept, and begged me to go on with our 
usual morning worship, but I refused, and thus ended our 
morning services for the time. Wife became uneasy 
about me and thought I was going into skepticism, and I 
was. She invited the preachers of our church to talk to 
me, and occasicnally one would come and spend the night 
with us. 

I grew bold in the quotation of such passages of Scrip- 
ture referred to above, and sometimes I would tell the 
preachers who chided me for my skepticism that they did 
not believe the Bible as it was written, and that they did 
not teach it as it was written, and that if people had the 
right to turn and twist sentences in the Bible to suit 
their own views or opinions, that I had the right to deny 
the whole Bible. This was talked over the neighborhood, 
and some of the preachers said that ‘‘the Campbellites 
would get me.’’ I knew nothing about the teaching of 
those whom the people in that day and in that country 
ealled ‘‘Campbellites;’’ all I knew was what the people 
said about them—‘‘that all they believed was to get a sin- 
ner to say that Jesus Christ was the Son of God, and 
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strike a trot with him to the creek and put him under 
and that was the whole matter.’’ 

I believed what the people said about them, and espe- 
cially what the preachers said, and hence my prejudice 
grew inte hatred, and I became a strong persecutor of 
the “‘Campbellites.’? My Baptist brethren were hopeful 
of saving me from skepticism, and from the ‘‘Campbell- 
ites,’? some of them talked as though they would rather 
save me from the latter than- the former. Time rolled 
on, and my brethren had another meeting at the place 
where I was converted, and, being a pretty good singer, T 
was engaged to lead the song service. During this meeting, 
to my surprise in walked a sure enough ‘‘Campbellite’’ and 
took his seat near the door. The preacher had taken his 
text and had begun the sermon. I do not know what he 
preached about or anything he said, for I was busily en- 
gaged thinking of that ‘‘Campbellite,’’ and wondering if 
he had come to challenge my brethren for a debate. TI 
had often heard that they were always seeking a dispute, 
and I had been warned to let them alone, as they were 
exceedingly intelligent in their own doctrine. 

The services closed and I was invited by Dr. McGee to 
share his hospitality for the night, which I accepted. As 
we pushed out of the church, we met this despisable 
‘‘Campbellite’’ who was standing near the door, and the 
doctor said: ‘‘How are you, John? Come, go home with 
me and spend -the night.’’? ‘‘Thank you,’’ said John, ‘‘I 
believe that I will.’’ ‘Good gracious,’’ I thought, ‘‘now 
I’ve got to have a dispute with him! Well, I’ll be bold 
and bring on the attack.’? So when we had gotten on our 
horses I rode up beside John and said: ‘John, I’m sorry 
for you.”? ‘‘Well,’’ said he, ‘‘‘I’m glad to know that I 
have a sympathizing friend; in what respect have you 
sympathy for me?’’ ‘‘Why,’’ said I, ‘‘you have no re- 
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ligion—you don’t believe a thing about religion but to 
get a sinner to say that Jesus Christ is the Son of God 
and baptize him.’’ ‘‘Yes,’’ said he, ‘‘we believe that a man 
must not only believe in the Christ, but he must repent 
and be baptized and lead a prayerful, consistent, godly 
life, and thereby make a beautiful character such as God 
has ordained to be saved.’’ ‘‘But,’’ said_I, ‘‘I know what 
you believe, and I have stated your faith.’’ (Poor me, 
how ignorant!) To my surprise he would not debate with 
me, and only remarked, ‘‘Some day you will learn better.’’ 

We arrived at Dr. McGee’s, and, after putting away 
our horses, we took a seat on the gallery and both of us 
were silent—yet I was pondering in my heart the words: 
“Some day you will learn better.’? Dr. McGee, lighting a 
candle, came out and said, ‘‘Gentlemen, can you both oe- 
cupy the same room?’’ ‘‘My, my, have I got to sleep 
with him?’’ thought I. ‘“‘It is all right with me,’’ said 
John, and, of course, my gentility forced me to say, ‘‘Cer- 
tainly, it is all right with me.’’ ‘‘Come with me and I 
will show you your room,’’ said the doctor. Following 
him into the room, he placed the candle on a table and 
said, “‘This is your room; I trust that you will have a 
good night’s rest; good night,’’ and he closed the door 
behind him. 

Within less than two minutes I had undressed and 
retired, and, being fearful that John would touch me, I 
got away over behind on the bed railing. Soon the candle 
was blown out and John was missing! Where did he go? 
He could not have gotten through the window there with- 
out my seeing him, and the door is shut. Where has he 
gone? I was in breathless silence. My heart was beating 
rapidly. I pulled over to the front part of the bédcand 
looked down toward the floor, and there he was upon 
his knees, doubtless asking God to forgive me for the 
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wickeduess of my heart! I rolled back to my side of the 
bed and whispered this prayer: ‘‘O God, forgive me of 
my sins fcr perseeuting those people, and help me to 
be as religious.’’ That prayer, prayed by John in that 
dark rdom, was more effective in reaching my heart than 
all the discussions and debates that he could have had 
with me. It impressed me that those people whom I had 
been persecuting were far more religious than I was myself, 
and that if the Lord would forgive me I would investigate 
their teaching. But I had no opportunity of informing 
myself—there were no ‘‘Campbellites’’ in my neighborhood 
from whom to receive information, and I did not know 
what papers they published, or what books would give me 
light, but I commenced anon to read and study the sacred 
Seriptures, and before many months had passed by I 
found myself confronted with the problems of the “‘estab- 
lishment of the church,’’ ‘‘the purpose or design of bap- 
tism,’’ the ‘‘chronological order of the gospel,”’ the “‘par- 
ticipant of the Lord’s Supper,’’ the ‘‘possibility of apos- 
tacy,’’ ‘‘the right to vote on applicant for Christian 
baptism,’’ and ‘‘the mission and work of the Holy 


Spirit.’’ In all these problems ‘‘T could see men as trees 
walking.’’ But J neeced a guide; I wanted help; 1 was 
troubled. 


In 1868, having taught the time for which I was en- 
gaged, I removed to Baldwyn, Miss., and engaged in busi- 
ness in a dry goods store. In this town there were a few 
members of the Christian Church, but I was warned to 
beware of the ‘‘Campbellites;’’ that their doctrine was 
exceedingly dangerous, and that if I did not look out I 
would become a prey to their awful heresy! My prejudice 
was again aroused, and I almost hated them. But in this 
town there lived this same young man, John, whom I had 
geen upon his knees in my bedroom, and that scene would 
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ever and anon come into my mind, and by this I was per- 
suaded to believe that all the ‘‘Campbellites’’ were not 
hypocrites. 

In 1869, the Christian people of that town invited R. R. 
Trimble, of. Mayfield, Ky., to come and hold them a meet- 
ing. He came, and began the meeting on time. This 
aroused the prejudice of the sectarian people, who were de- 
termined that he should not have an audience—that is, some 
of them—and I among the number. The meeting went on 
for about a week before I could be persuaded to hear him 
preach. But I went, and to my surprise his subject was 
““The Establishment of the Church.’’ His sermon was 
logical, Seriptural, forceful and plain. I could understand 
it, and rejoiced because I heard it. That subject in my 
mind was settled by that sermon. I went home and aroused 
my wife, who had retired, and said: ‘‘Listen, I want to 
preach you the finest sermon you ever heard on ‘The 
Establishment of the Church.’’’ I took my text, and 
preached the sermon as best I could. Wife said: ‘‘Did 
he preach that way?’’ I answered: ‘‘Only much better.’’ 
The next day wife went out to the morning service, and 
when she came back I said to her: ‘‘How did you like the 
preacher?’’ ‘‘Just fine; he is the best preacher I ever 
heard,’’ said she. That evening we arranged for one of 
our neighbors to take care of the children, and we both 
went to church, and the preacher discoursed upon the 
subject, ‘‘The Gospel of Christ the Power of God unto 
Salvation,’’ and oh, what a sermon! I never heard the 
like! He said that the gospel is composed of facts, com- 
mands and promises; three each—three facts, three com- 
mands, three promises. The facts are the death, the 
burial and the resurrection of Christ; the commands are 
faith, repentance and baptism; the promises are the for- 
giveness of sins, the gift of the Holy Spirit and eternal 
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life—the facts must be believed, the commands obeyed, in 
order to the enjoyment of the promises. 

I had never heard such preaching, and how plain_and 
simple! I could not deny it. It was the truth. Wife and 
I talked over the sermon as we walked home. Those 
three commands to be obeyed were something new under 
the sun to us! The next night we were at the church 
early. The preacher came in and got acquainted with us, 
and remarked: “‘You are good listeners, I’m glad that 
you are here.’’ Soon the service began and the preacher 
took as his text, Acts xvi. 30, ‘‘Sirs, what must I do to be 
saved?’’ The sermon was Scriptural, logical, plain and 
powerful. It was new to me; but it was convincing, and 
all those Scriptures that had been giving me trouble as 
being a ‘‘mistranslation’’ were made plain, and harmony 
seemed to run through the whole of the New Testament. 
I was happy to think that I had found a preacher who 
really understood the plan of salvation, and I went out of 
the church almost shoutingly happy. I said to wife, as 
we walked slowly away from the church: ‘‘What do you 
think of that sermon?’’ ‘‘Well,’’ she said, ‘‘if the Serip- 
ture is Just as he quoted it, somebody is wrong.’’ ‘‘Yes,’’ 
said I, “‘and don’t you think that we are wrong?’’ ‘‘I’m 
not so sure,’’ said she, ‘‘and I’m going to see before I 
sleep.’’ That night wife placed the lamp-stand by the bed 
and. retired with the Bible in her hand. She read nearly 
all night. Occasionally I would wake up and say: ‘‘Have 
you caught him?’’ ‘‘No,’’ she would say; ‘‘it’s in the 
Bible just as he quoted it.”’ 

The meeting went on and we continued to attend, and 
before the close of the meeting the preacher preached a 
sermon upon all those subjects in which I could ‘‘see men 
as trees walking,’’ and the Bible was now a plain book to 
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me. My skepticism was all gone, and I was a firm believer 
in the religion of Jesus Christ ! 

I was indeed a happy man, because my doubts had 
been removed, and I could go plainly see the plan of gal- 
vation and the love of God manifested in the gift of his 
dear Son. Mountains of doubt and skepticism had been 
rolled away by this grand man of God—R. B. Trimble— 
and I now felt that I wanted to covenant with God to serve 
him faithfully until the end of life’s pilgrimage. I said 
to wife: ‘‘Before the meeting closes let us give the preacher 
our hand, and unite with those godly people upon the broad 
foundation of Christ and his holy apostles, wearing the 
name of Christian, and Christian only’ e Bit” said 
wife, ‘‘we can believe right and remain with the Baptists; 
your grandfather and grandmother died in the Baptist 
Church, and have gone to heaven; your father is a Bap- 
tist preacher, and your mother is a member of that church ; 
my father died while a member of the Baptist Church, 
and my mother is a member of that ehureh, and if we 
join the Christian Church it will look like we have for- 
saken all our kin folks, and gone back on the religion of 
those who have gone to heaven through the Baptist 
Church.’’ In reply to this earnest speech of my dear wife, 
I said: ‘‘Well, I don’t know about that. I believe that 
grandfather and grandmother, living, as they did, in ae- 
cordance with the best light they had, have gone to 
heaven, and I believe that your father, doing the same, has 
gone to heaven; but have we not light and information 
concerning the teaching of the sacred Scripture that they 
did not have? Are we not to be held responsible at the 
judgment bar of God for the facilities and opportunities 
God has given us of obtaining light and information, and 
does not the parable of the talents abundantly teach that 
man’s accountability will be commensurate with his abil- 
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ity, be that what it may? We now have light and teach- 
ing that they never had, and it looks to me like we will 
turn away from Christ if we do not accept it. Christ says: 
‘He that loveth father or mother more than me is not 
worthy of me.’ ”’ Wife said: ‘‘Let us wait and study more 
about it: if we turn now, people will think that we are 
fickle-minded, and can be carried about with any and all 
doctrines, and they will lose confidence in us—let us wait.”’ 

The meeting closed and we did not join, but I was con- 
firmed in the doctrines of the Christian Church. Having 
all my skepticism removed, I went to work earnestly in 
the Baptist Church—having lost my zeal and interest 
previous to this protracted meeting. My Baptist brethren 
were kind to me, and always planned to keep me at some 
church work, frequently giving me some subject upon 
which to write a thesis. One day I was appointed as a 
delegate to our fifth Sunday meeting, and given this subject 
upon which to prepare a paper: ‘*Who was Melchisedec, 
and What was His Office?’’. I at once began work on the 
paper by searching the Bible, and then the commentaries, 
encyclopedias and histories, but I could get no informa- 
tion except that ‘‘he was a priest of the most high God.’’ 
So I prepared the paper and divided my subject respec- 
tively as follows: 

1. Who was Melchisedec? Answer: I don’t know. 

2. What was his office? Answer: He was a priest; 
and there was not a speech made upon my subject by any 
delegate present ! : 

Some years rolled by, and a school established by the 
Masons at Saltillo, Miss., being offered me, I accepted, and 
removed to that town. There was not a member of the 
Christian Church there, and perhaps not a Christian 
preacher had ever preached in that town. My school grew 
and prospered, and I was. happy in my calling, yet relig- 
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iously I was not satisfied. After teaching for something 
over one year, I said to my wife: ‘‘I’m going to write 
for a Christian preacher to come and hold us a meeting, 
and I’m going to connect myself with the Christian Church. 
I can not believe, with my Baptist brethren, in the doc- 
trine of ‘close communion;’ ‘once in grace, always in 
grace;’ ‘that the Baptist Church is the church of Jesus 
Christ ;’ ‘that the Baptists alone have the right to bap- 
tize;’ ‘that we should be baptized because our sins 
have been forgiven; ‘and that we are first to repent, 
then believe, and then be baptized;’ ‘and that the church 
should vote on all candidates for baptism.’ These ques- 
tions I have prayerfully studied, with a view of reconcil- 
ing my feelings with these doctrines; and the more I study 
the Scriptures, the more I am convinced that they are 
wrong, and for me to remain in the Baptist Church, and 
by my membership endorse what I believe to be wrong, 
makes me a hypocrite among them. And I further believe 
that all Christ’s disciples should wear the name Christian, 
nothing more and nothing less. I want to enjoy the lberty 
of the gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ and not be bound 
to accept or to acquiesce in any doctrine that I do not 
believe is taught in the New Testament Scriptures.’’ 
‘‘Well,’’ said she, “‘if you do, the people here will take 
their sons and daughters out of your school and you will 
have to change your calling.’’ ‘‘All right,’’ said I; “‘if 
they do, I can make a living at some other calling. I must 
be true to my best conceptions of truth and duty, or I 
2an not be a true man.”’ 

Within a day or two I wrote to Jesse B. Oliver—a 
young man who had just graduated from the college at 
Lexington, Ky., and whom the brethren at Baldwyn, Miss., 
had employed to preach for them—to come down and hold 
us a meeting. He came; but he could only remain from 
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Friday evening until Monday morning. I met him at the 
depot and took him to my home. I had announced his 
coming in my school, and requested all the people to come 
and bring with them their fathers and mothers and their 
friends to my schoolroom that night. They came; and we 
had a good audience. Bro. Oliver preached Friday night 
and on Sunday night. No one had joined or made the 
confession. After the sermon Sunday night and the in- 
vitation had been given, I arose from my seat, and walking 
to the front, said: ‘‘Bro. Oliver, there are doubtless a num- 
ber in the house who are as thoroughly convinced of the 
truthfulness of your preaching as that I am, and I want 
to know before I give you my hand, and in that act say 
to this audience that united we stand upon the Bible and 
the Bible alone, wearing only the name given by the sacred 
Seriptures—the name Christian, and Christian only—if 
there are not others who will do likewise. I pause only a 
moment; who will come?’’ Four persons came, my wife 
among the number, and I then turned to the preacher and 
said: ‘‘My brother, here is my hand and with it the pledge 
to stand with you upon the word of God, believing what 
it teaches, and accepting the Christ as my Saviour and 
my creed, and, as his disciple, I will wear the name ‘Chris- 
tian,’ and may God bless you in preaching his word. 
Amen.’’ The preacher and the whole audience were moved 
to tears. We sang the hymn, ‘‘Blest Be the Tie that 
Binds,’’ and the audience was dismissed. Thus from these 
five persons started the little Christian Church in the town 
of Saltillo, Miss. 

Not long after this, R. B. Trimble, who led me into the 
light of the simple gospel of Christ, was ealled to hold us 
a meeting, during which sixteen others were added. A 
church was organized, a house was built, a preacher em- 
ployed, and so mightily grew the vine planted there that 
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in less than four years we numbered about two hundred 
and fifty, with a Sunday-school numbering more than all 
the churches in the town. . 

My school grew and prospered, and my friends seemed 
to increase rather than diminish, and from the day that | 
I connected myself with the Christian Church I! have never 
seen the moment that I doubted her teaching and doctrine, 
but, to the contrary, the faith stands out before me with 
all the consummate majesty and glory of the pillar of 
cloud by day, and the pillar of fire by night; and my 
daily prayer shall be, Lord, help me to ‘‘press on toward 
the mark of the high calling in Christ Jesus.”’ 
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ew EAT 1 GAVE Up 


TO COME TO THE NEW TESTAMENT 
J. H. PAINTER 





1. I gave up the name Methodist for Christian. 

2. The Book of Discipline as a rule of faith and prac- 
tice for the Bible only. 

3. Infant baptism for believers’ baptism. 

4. “‘Modes’’ of baptism for baptism itself, 

5. Denominationalism for primitive and _ apostolic 
Christianity. 

6. The party spirit for the Holy Spirit. 

7. The advocacy of divisions for the advocacy of the 
union of all Christ’s followers. 

8. “‘Faith alone’’ for faith and all that go with it, as 
plainly set forth in apostolic teaching as conditions of 
pardon. 

J. Emotions, sensations, feelings, etc., as the evidence 
of pardon, for the word of God and human conduct con- 
formable therewith. 

10. Episcopal tyranny for liberty in Christ. 

11. A foundation confessedly too narrow for all Chris- 
tians to stand upon, for the one Foundation which man 
ean not and did not lay; namely, Jesus Christ. 

12. Lastly, I gave up only the errors I held, retaining 
all that would bear the Scriptural test, and with an open 
heart ready to receive whatever God’s book has for me. 

As to the ‘‘causes and motives which led up to my 


change, and experiences in connection with the same’’: 
21 
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1. I was sincere. I loved the Bible. I accepted at its 
face value the slogan, ‘‘The Bible, and the Bible alone, is 
the Religion of Protestants.’’ I had heard that shouted in 
stentorian tones in our pulpits and accepted it. That 
compelled the Book of Discipline to take a secondary place 
in my mind, although I seareely noticed the fact then. It 
did not occur to me, however, that there was any conflict 
between our Discipline and the Bible. If it had, there 
would have been no hesitation on my part in accepting the 
Bible and discarding the Discipline. 

2. I believed that immersion is baptism. Nothing else 
would do me, nor could I see how sprinkling or pouring 
for baptism would answer anybody’s conscience, after 
reading certain passages in the Bible, with which I was 
familiar. Still, when others declared their belief in the 
sufficiency of pouring or sprinkling, I accepted the oft- 
repeated subterfuge, ‘“‘It is baptism to them,’’ if it isn’t 
to me. I did not notice then that this is putting baptism 
on what men conscientiously think about it, rather than 
upon what God says about it—grounding the act of bap- 
tism upon human instead of divine authority. But my 
strong conviction that the Bible taught immersion had a 
bearing on the change I made later on. 

3. While consenting to infant baptism, simply because 
the church of which I was a member practiced it, I could 
not find anything in the Bible that taught it. I was willing 
and anxious to find Scripture for it, that I might be as 
sound as the soundest of my brethren, but my conscience 
would not let me believe what my intellect could find no 
proof of in the Bible. This state of my mind helped some- 
what in making the change. 

4. The ‘‘mourner’s bench’’ syestem. Here were puzzles, 
inconsistencies and: contradictions in endless confusion. 
At first, sinners were reluctant, and when they became will- 
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ing, then God seemed to be reluctant. He had to be plead 
with, in some cases, with greater earnestness and eloquence 
and for a longer period than the sinners required. We had 
to do a great deal of explaining to keep ‘‘seekers’’ from 
proving by their experience that we had taught falsely 
when we said, ‘‘God is willing just now to save you.”’ 
Sometimes we failed—yes, often failed—to harmonize our 
teaching and the facts of ‘‘experience’’ known by the 
““seekers,’’ and faith, both in God and us, was wrecked. 
In some cases a pure, innocent little girl of but a few 
summers would ‘‘agonize at the altar,’’ pleading for ac- 
ceptance with God for days and nights, while an outra- 
geously hardened sinner would ‘‘get through’’ in a few 
minutes. He found it to be just the way we said it would; 
but the little girl didn’t. Here was a puzzle which all 
sorts of explanations failed to unravel. But the most 
senseless and contradictory thing to my mind was to tell 
a ‘‘seeker’’ who comes pleading for salvation—desiring it 
because he hasn’t got it, as we had been telling him, ‘‘Just 
believe you’ve got it, and you have.’’ That is, believe what 
you and we know isn’t true—believe a lie—and you are 
saved! Then the ‘‘bright conversions’’ (those ‘‘powerfully 
wrought upon’’), and their speedy backsliding; those who 
stood fast and were always faithful, but could not tell the 
precise time or place of their conversion; together with 
those who tried to ‘‘find peace’’ for months and could not 
do it—all these and more connected with the ‘‘mourners’ 
bench’’ system, failed to satisfy the longings of my heart 
for reasonable, consistent, Scriptural and permanent con- 
ditions that would fail in no case. 

5. Christian union. The desirableness, reasonabicness 
and righteousness of Christian union never found place in 
my catalogue of doubts. Its practicableness is what both- 
ered me. I couldn’t join the close-communion Baptists, 
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nor the Calvinistic Presbyterians, with their election, fore- 
ordination, irresistible call, and final perseverance. Nor 
could the Baptists join us Methodists when we baptized 
infants, practiced sprinkling and pouring for baptism, to 
say nothing of our Episcopal system of church govern- 
ment and six months’ probation before full membership. 
And so Christian union seemed impossible under the cir- 
cumstances, although manifestly in accord with sound 
reason and the fact that there is but one God to serve and 
but one heaven to gain. We wanted all to come and go 
with us, because we thought we were nearest right and 
could furnish room for all if they would join our church. 
But the other denominations thought they were nearest 
right, respectively, and each wanted everybody to join 
“‘our church.’’ It was not customary—nor is it till this 
day—to reject anybody whose piety was considered gen- 
uine. To secure Christian union, therefore, and still re- 
tain denominationalism was, to me, the problem of prob- 
lems. It is yet. That is, it is impossible. ; 

6. The Ninth Article of Faith in our Discipline flatly 
contradicts a passage of Seripture. I tried not to believe 
it for a good while; but there it would still say ‘‘we are 
justified by faith only,’’ while Jas. ii. 24 says, “‘not by 
faith only.’’ I tried every way I could think of to har- 
monize them, but felt in my heart that I utterly failed. I 
appealed to others, but with no better results. It was an ef- 
fort to so Juggle with words as to make them appear to har- 
monize, while it was plain that they did not. Our interest 
would bias our effort, and it was clear that we labored 
under great difficulties. It was humiliating to admit that 
our creed is wrong, and we dare not hint that the Bible is 
in error, else the whole creed which we claim is founded 
upon it is surely wrong. Clearly our creed needed revis- 
ing, but however the Book of Discipline may be revised, 
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there is no provision for revising the articles of faith. It 
will continue to contradict the Bible until it is put out of 
circulation. There was no remedy, then, for me, but to 
choose between the Discipline and the Bible. I chose the 
Bible, and hence the change. But whither? 

And now comes my ‘‘experience in making the change.’’ 
I copy from ‘‘Reminiscences and Notes.’’ -The locality was 
Cass County, Mo. Time, about August, 1868. M. D. Todd, 
of precious memory, came into that region to hold a meet- 
ing. My father attended a service, and, on returning, 
asked me to go and hear the young man ‘‘about your age.”’ 
I really did not want to go, but I could hardly refuse the 
request. When we reached the place, the preacher was be- 
ginning a comment on the sixth chapter of Romans. Just 
as expected, thought I, all baptism, baptism, baptism. Be- 
fore I had listened to him ten minutes I was convinced 
that the man was honest. I had almost doubted whether 
any ‘“‘Campbellite’’ preacher was honest. How could they 
be and preach a ‘‘water salvation,’’ deny the work ef the 
Holy Spirit and the ‘divinity of Christ’’? Be that as it 
may, I felt in my soul that this man was honest. But, as 
he went on with his talk, I saw several good places to bring 
in something about the ‘‘baptism of the Holy Ghost,’’ but 
he didn’t seem to see them. I thought, ‘‘Oh, if he could 
only catch that idea, how happy it would make him;’’ but 
he went clean through and left ‘‘ Holy Ghost baptism’’ en- 
tirely out. 

My father asked how I liked the sermon. ‘‘Too much 
water,’’ I replied. The baptism in Rom. vi. 3, 4, is very 
important, of course, but I denied that it is water baptism. ° 
I was pressed to write out some questions that would force 
Todd to the proof. So I wrote in substance: ‘‘ Please show 
that the baptism in Rom. vi. 3, 4, is water and not Spirit 
baptism.’’ I put the question in this form to prevent his 
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mixing ‘‘water’’ and ‘‘Spirit’’ so as to have a little of both 
in baptism. I meant to lay bare his ‘‘water salvation’’ to 
his own gaze, as well as to that of others, or else force him 
to coneede that this baptism being so important that it 
introduces its subjects to ‘‘newness of life,’’ must, there- 
fore, be spiritual baptism. I put two other queries con- 
cerning another matter. News of what was going on 
spread abroad; interest arose,.and a crowd assembled to see 
and hear what they could. The preacher rose, read the ques- 
tion and proceeded to the task I had set for him. I ex- 
‘pected him to show embarrassment and perhaps dodge the 
issue, but he was as cool as I ever saw him and grappled 
the question just where I wanted him to, and just where 
I was afraid he wouldn’t. He proved to my entire satis- 
faction that he was correct, using John Wesley, Adam 
Clarke and other ‘‘big guns’’ of my own church as wit- 
nesses. Instantly I felt humiliated and lonesome, when I 
discovered that I did not know the founder of my own 
church as well as this man who was not a member of it. 
Nor was I very long in mentally noting the glaring in- 
consistency of my own leaders in conceding that water bap- 
tism is alluded to in Rom vi. 4, and yet saying it is non- 
essential. I began to feel at once that Methodism gets its 
distinguishing points from other than a Biblical source. 
The discovery was painful to me, although I had no notion 
of letting anybody know that it hurt. 

In-an interview with Todd at a brother’s house I con- 
ceded that he had the truth on Rom. vi. 4. He asked 
me if I would state publicly what I had privately admitted. 
I told him yes; that I was not ashamed of anything I be- 
leved concerning the Bible. So it was arranged that I 
should make the statement from the stand the following 
evening. I also stated that I thought he was inconsistent 
in proposing union en the Bible, and thea pronouncing 
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the baptismal formula, ‘‘I immerse,’’ instead of ‘‘I bap- 
tize.’’ If he may change it by a word, why may I not 
change it by a whole creed? I then sat down. There was 
breathless silence. After a few moments Todd arose and 
said that he was not a stickler for mere form: that what. 
he did was immerse, and that is just what he said he 
would do; but for the sake of union ‘‘I’ll agree to say it 
just as it is in the Bible.’ Then, turning to me, he said, 
“Will you meet me on that?’’ I replied, > Yessir. I'll 
meet you on the Bible as it is.’’ The interest was intense. 
My father could not restrain himself from coming and giv- 
ing me the hand of fellowship, while audibly expressing 
thanks to God. A song was proposed and a second invi- 
tation given, during which Christians gave me the hand 
of fellowship, and several sinners came forward to con- 
fess Christ. This ends the story of my experience in mak- 
ing the change. It required every ounce of courage I had 
to make the move even after I was convinced. And I 
tremble every time I think how near I came to not making 
it at all, and ever living afterwards with the truth in my 
heart and a lie in my life. But I gave up dear affiliations 
and prospects of honorable positions in a popular and nu- 
merous body for a quiet place among a people who were 
“‘everywhere spoken against,’’ simply because I believed 
their position was identical with apostolic Christianity. 
And, after thirty-six years of study, toil and experience, I 
find that the foundation upon which I placed my feet when 
it tried my soul, is broad and solid enough for all Christians 
to occupy without giving up one single item that is nec- 
essary to salvation in Christ. 
ParronspurG, Mo. 
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HOW | BECAME A CHRIS- 
TIAN ONLY 


JAMES C. CREEL 





This article, which is written by request, will neces- 
sarily contain more of the first-person pronoun than would 
otherwise appear. As the writer grows older he dislikes 
very much to have the ego appear so frequently in what 
he may write or say. 

A person may be a Christian only—and that is all the 
dear Lord would have any one be—and he may be a Chris- 
tian, and something else too. The writer was once a Bap- 
tist Christian for five years, and then he became a Chris- 
tian only in his eighteenth year, which relation he has en- 
deavored to sustain for the past forty years. 

Since I am to tell how I became a Christian only, it 
will be necessary, in the first place, to relate how I became 
a Baptist Christian. Our Baptist brethren are Baptist 
Christians, something more than being simply Christians, 
and that something more consists in being Baptists. Those 
common disciples of Jesus who are earnestly pleading for 
the restoration of primitive Christianity in. all things 
wherein there has been departure from apostolic faith and 
doctrine, are just Christians, not the only Christians, but 
Christians only. 

My parents were pious and devoted Baptists, called 
‘‘United’’ or ‘‘Missionary Baptists.’’ They were consist- 
ent members of the ‘‘United Baptist Church of Jesus 
Christ,’’ as it was then called, worshiping at Mt. Gilead 


meeting-house, Green County, Ky. I can scarcely re- 
81 
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member when I did not desire to be religious or become 
a Christian. My precious mother often related to me, when 
a child, how she earnestly prayed at my birth, I being her 
first-born, that I might become a minister of the gospel or 
a Baptist preacher. When eight years of age I earnestly 
desired to ‘‘get religion.’’ Above all things, In my very 
heart at this tender age, I yearned to be a Christian. I 
was taught that I must pray, repent, believe in Jesus my 
Saviour, and in this way ‘‘get religion’’ according to the 
orthodox Baptist method. In doing this, I was further 
taught that God would for Christ’s sake pardon my sins, 
and thus I would become a Christian, or ‘‘get real, heart- 
felt religion.’’ Frequently I would go and kneel down by 
my father’s grave, who had been dead about one year, and 
most earnestly pray and agonize, in order to ‘‘get relig- 
ion.’’ In all this I found no peace or relief. I wholly 
failed to ‘‘get through,’’ as it was said in those days of 
persons who did not ‘‘get religion’’ after they had been 
‘‘mourners’’ or ‘‘seekers of religion.’’ 

After repeated struggles, perplexities and trials to ‘‘get 
religion,’’ I went to my widowed mother with a broken 
heart and told it all to her. She appeared to be greatly 
distressed because of her boy’s great distress, and that he 
could not find peace and pardon in ‘“‘getting religion.’’ 
At that time I would have given the whole world, had it 
been my possession, to have ‘‘gotten religion!’’ Oh, the 
soul agony and the tears I shed in trying to ‘‘get relig- 
’! What joy and peace my poor heart would have 
found had I then been instructed in the simple language 
of the inspired apostles of the Christ as to what I must 
do to be saved or become a Christian ! 

One beautiful autumn evening, just as the sun was 
going down the western horizon, mother and I went out 
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into the forest, and, kneeling down together at the root of 
a great tree in solemn prayer, mother prayed most ear- 
nestly that I might be converted, that I might find peace 
and pardon in “‘getting religion.’? What a prayer that 
dear, good mother did pray for her poor, distressed boy! 
Possibly the very angels of heaven wept when the evening 
zephyrs, as it were, bore away the petitions of that moth- 
er’s soul to the throne of God! Fifty long years have 
flown away since that autumn evening, and more than a 
quarter of a century has gone since that sainted mother 
went home to God, yet it is all so fresh in my memory to 
this very hour that, as I pen these words, my eyes are so 
blinded with tears that I can scarcely see to write. 

At frequent times for five years I tried in seasons of 
prayer to ‘‘get religion,’’ but with no success. At length 
a protracted meeting was begun at Mt. Gilead meeting- 
house early in August, 1859, conducted by two Baptist 
preachers, Brethren John James and Henry MeDonald. 
A great interest was soon gotten up, in which many went 
forward to the ‘‘anxious-seat,’’ or ‘‘mourner’s bench,’’ to 
be prayed for and to get religion. I said to myself, ‘‘ Now 
is certainly my time to ‘get religion,’’’ and so I went to 


the ‘‘anxious-seat.’’ Songs were sung and earnest prayers 
were offered for the conversion of the ‘‘mourners.’’ The 


prachers and other zealous members of the church, earnest 
Baptists, whispered into the ears of the “‘ 
entreaties or exhortations. The sum of these entreaties or 
exhortations was this: ‘‘Just believe in Jesus with all your 
heart, have saving faith in Christ and trust in him alone 
for salvation. The very moment you believe in Christ or 
trust in him, then God. will pardon all your sins, and you 
will feel it, and thus know your sins are forgiven and that 
you have got religion.’’ Often, were these words whis- 


mourners’’ many 
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pered into my ears while on the anxious-seat, ‘‘Pray on, 
repent, have saving faith in Jesus, and you will find peace 
and pardon.’’ I soon discovered from these instructions 
that the one thing for me to do was to have ‘“saving faith’’ 
in Christ, or believe in Christ with all the heart, then I 
would, according to these instructions, have peace and the 
pardon of sins, and in this way alone could I ‘“eet relig- 
ion.”’ 

For two long weeks during the revival meeting I 
prayed, mourned and agonized in trying to find peace and 
pardon, but no peace came. At the end of two weeks of 
an awful mental agony on the ‘‘mourner’s bench?’ mother 
sent me to a neighbor’s house to get something. This 
neighbor’s wife was a distant relative, Cousin Sallie Cole, 
who was a Christian only. She said to me: ‘“Well, my 
dear young cousin [I was then only thirteen years old], 
have you gotten converted yet?’’ With much pain and a 
quivering lip, I replied: ‘‘No, cousin, I am not converted 
yet, and I begin to fear I never will be converted.’’ She 
then read to me the plain accounts of the conversions re- 
corded in the Acts of the Apostles, and then said to me: 
‘“Now, my cousin, to become a Christian, you must be- 
lieve in Christ with all your heart, sincerely repent of all 
your sins, confess your faith in Christ and be baptized, 
then you will find peace and pardon.’’ Much of this was 
new and strange to me, but in some way it. appeared to 
thrill my very soul. I felt like exclaiming, ‘‘At last I 
have found the way to peace and pardon!’’ In a few 
moments I recovered myself and said in my soul: ‘*No, 
this won’t do. It is too easy and simple; there is no 
heartfelt religion in this, and, besides, it is that awful 
something called Campbellism.’’ This dear relative then 
said to me: ‘‘Now, cousin, you do believe in Christ, and 
for the past two weeks you have been repenting; now go 
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forward and confess your faith in Christ and be baptized, 
and you will certainly be a happy Christian.’’ 

When I returned to the revival meeting and took my 
usual place on the ‘‘mourner’s bench,’’ I had a most. 
Strange experience. When the songs and the prayers for 
the “‘mourners’’ began, while other ‘“penitents,’’ as the 
““mourners’’ were called, were weeping and groaning, I, 
to my great amazement, could not shed a tear, utter a 
groan or pray a prayer. I began to fear I was forever 
lost. I went home that night with a heavy heart. Ocea- 
sionally my aching heart would find relief in meditating 
upon the words of that ‘‘Campbellite’’ cousin with whom 
I talked the previous evening. Some time during the night 
I was aroused at my mother’s bedside by her shaking me 
and saying, as I awoke, ‘‘My poor boy, what is the matter 
with you?’’ She got me quieted and back to the bed. 
Next morning she related that I got up in my sleep and 
came into her room with my clothes in my hands, erying 
and saying: ‘‘Oh, mother, I want to be baptized! Juet us 
go to the water at once, for I must be baptized!’’ 

The next day the ministers visited me, prayed tor me 
and had a long talk with me. The substance of their talk 
was this: “‘Dear boy, there is something wrong in your 
case somewhere. You don’t give up your sins in some 
way and rely solely upon Christ for peace and pardon. 
The very moment you will believe in Christ with all your 
heart—have saving faith—then, and not till then, will 
God forgive your sins. Pray on and trust in Jesus, and 
you will surely find peace.’’ 

After the ministers left I was much impressed with * 
this thought: If I could only believe in Christ with all 
my heart or trust in him, then God would forgive my sins 
and I would have religion. Above all things, I desired the 
forgiveness of sins, and I was now led to conclude from 
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the advice of these good ministers that the very moment I 
believed in Christ with all my heart, then I would most 
certainly obtain the forgiveness of sins and thus get re- 
ligion. With this conviction I determined to go out into 
the forest, and, if possible, ‘‘get religion’’ before I would 
return. In the forest, under the branches of the great 
trees, in the midst of the high weeds, where no one could 
see and hear but God, I poured out my soul in prayer for 
the forgiveness of sins. Presently a most strange and a 
somewhat inexplainable sensation came over me. I began 
to tremble all over. I said to myself: ‘‘What does this 
mean?’’ Then this soliloquy took place in my soul, as it 
were, in these very words: I do believe in Jesus with all my 
heart and trust in him alone. Instantly the thought 
flashed into my soul, Now my sins are forgiven. Then 
the words of the good ministers came to me in which they 
said: ‘‘The very moment you believe in Jesus with all 
your heart and trust in him alone, then God will, for 
Christ’s sake, forgive all your sins.’’ I instantly sprang 
to my feet,slapped my hands together and shouted: ‘‘ Glory 
to God! My sins are forgiven! I have gotten religion at 
last!’’ I picked up my hat and actually ran for home, 
but on the way I met mother, who had secretly followed 
me into the forest. She clasped me to her heart, and the 
very forest appeared to echo with her praise to God for 
the conversion of her first-born. That night at the revival 
services I related my ‘‘experience,’’ and the brethren voted 
that I was genuinely converted and worthy of membership, 
when baptized, in the ‘‘United Baptist Church of Jesus 
Christ’’ worshiping at old Mt. Gilead meeting-house. On 
the following Saturday afternoon—Saturday before the 
fourth Lord’s Day in August, 1859—I, with many others, 
were buried with the Lord in baptism, just forty-five 
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years ago. Thus I became a full-fledged Baptist—yes, a 
Baptist Christian. 

At the close of the revival my widowed mother estab- 
lished a prayer-meeting at her house. ‘This little prayer- - 
meeting was composed of my mother, her four children 
and a nephew from an adjoining farm. This nephew, my 
own cousin, and I were within a few months of the same 
age, being then thirteen years old. Out of the little prayer- 
meeting in that widowed mother’s home have come two 
ministers of the gospel; G. W. Hatcher, D. D., the Baptist 
minister at Carrollton, Mo., who is my cousin, and my only 
sister’s husband, and, of course, the writer is the other 
minister of the gospel. 

And now, how did I cease to be a Baptist Christian and 
become a Christian only? When I was ‘‘converted’’ moth- 
er gave me a copy of the New Testament, saying: ‘‘My son, 
receive this as a gift from your mother; read it, do what 
it says, and you will be good and happy.’’ This precious 
gift from that mother was never forgotten nor neglected. 
It is true, according to my religious teaching, the New Tes- 
tament appeared to me to be largely a sealed book. After- 
while I began to learn how to ‘‘rightly divide the word of 
truth,’’ and I soon discovered that ‘‘denominational Chris- 
tianity’’ was not exactly New Testament Christianity. As 
I studied the conversions recorded in Acts of Apostles, I 
began to doubt the whole system of the ‘‘mourner’s bench’’ 
religion, or in ‘‘getting religion’’ at the ‘‘anxious-seat.”’ 
This gave me trouble and perplexity. At times I would 
feel happy and think I was walking in the truth. Then, 
again, I would be in doubt, confusion and unhappiness; and 
at one time I seriously began to doubt as to whether or not 
I had really “‘gotten religion.’’ For some three years my 
religious experience did not, at all times, bring to my soul 
that peace and joy I had expected. 
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Afterwhile I heard a series of sermons by a Christian 
evangelist, J. V. Price, whom the people called a ‘‘Camp- 
bellite’’? preacher. I heard the evangelist preach sermons 
on such topics as ‘“‘the word of God,’’ ‘‘rightly dividing 
the word of God,’’ ‘‘the conversions as recorded in Acts 
of Apostles,’? ‘‘work of the Holy Spirit,’’ ‘‘ Christian 
union,’’ and so on. The preaching was exceedingly plain 
and Seriptural. A flood of hight, as it were, began to pour 
into my soul. I heard and saw as never before. I now 
learned for the first time that all the dear Lord required of 
me in his holy word was to be a Christian only and belong 
to the church of Christ only; and that all denominational- 
ism, with its party names, human creeds and sectarian di- 
visions, was a human addition to and a perversion of apos- 
tolic Christianity. My very soul was thrilled. I saw at 
once my errors; I was convinced. I determined to act 
immediately. 

When the evangelist closed a powerful sermon on 
‘“Christian union,’’ he said in a soul-stirring exhortation: 
‘‘Now, my hearers, all that God requires of you is to be- 
come simply Christians, live as Christians, and simply be- 
long to the Church of Christ. You can become Christians 
now by believing in the Christ with the whole heart, sin- 
cerely repenting of all sin, confessing your faith in the 
Christ and being buried with the Lord in baptism. As 
you do all this you become children of God; you are born 
again—‘born of water and of the Spirit’—and thus you 
enter the kingdom of God, the church of Christ.’’ Com- 
ing down from the pulpit with an open Bible in his hand, 
the evangelist said: ‘‘And now, all you who profess to be 
Christians, who desire to give up all denominationalism, 
sectarian names and human creeds, just be Christians, 
simply belonging to the one body of Christ; and thus help 
me and my brethren unite all the followers of Christ upon 
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the one divine basis—this open Bible—the word of God— 
please come forward.’’ Ere the song began I walked for- 
ward, placing my hands on the open Bible, and saying: ‘‘I 
will stand with you on the open Bible.’ Then and there, 
in my eighteenth year, forty years ago, I eeased to be a 
Baptist Christian and became a Christian only, belonging 
to the Church of Christ only. Ere that most happy meet- 
ing closed, my precious mother came with me into a full 
acceptance of primitive Christianity. She lived to hear 
me preach the gospel and see her own prayer answered. 
The first time she heard me preach, she arose in the au- 
dience at the conclusion and exclaimed: ‘‘Thank God! 
The prayer that I have been praying for twenty-six years is 
answered to-day!’’ 

PLATTSBuURG, Mo. 
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HENRY F. LUTZ. 


TO2CORISIT BY: 
WAY OF CALVINISM AND 
UNITARIANISM 


How A PENNSYLVANIA DuTCHMAN TRAVELED Five Hun- 
DRED Mines To FInp Our PLEA AND PEOPLE. 


ENR See 


My ancestry on father’s side were Lutherans, and on 
mother’s, German Reformed. While a youth I lived for 
three years with Mennonite families, and during this time 
my religious associations were with them. When I was 
thirteen my parents moved to Lititz, Pa., a Moravian set- 
tlement, and joined the Moravian Church. Although I was 
never a member of the Moravian Church, I was a member 
of their Sunday-school, and attended the church quite reg- 
ularly for about eight years during the formative period 
of my life. One of my Sunday-school teachers was a Pres- 
byterian, who worked in the Moravian Church because 
there was none of his own faith in the town. He was quite 
a theologian, who, although tolerant of other people’s 
opinions, was a thorough Calvinist and always ready to 
discuss the merits of its teaching. One Sunday he gave 
us the Calvinistic dictum, that, before their birth, persons 
are predestined either to go to heaven or hell, and that 
anything they might do will not change matters. Although 
I was naturally of a religious turn of mind, I was also in- 
clined to question everything that did not look reasonable 


to me. This predestinarian statement aroused my thought 
43 


44 TO CHRIST BY WAY OF 


and interest, and led to much discussion between ‘the 
teacher and the class. The discussion of this and other 
questions in our class, led me to much thinking and read- 
ing along religious lines. The more I read and thought 
the more I became perplexed on religious matters. We 
were afterwards put under a new teacher, who had no in- 
clination to discuss religious questions, and our queries 
were met with rebuke rather than with encouragement. 
This had a tendency to increase my suspicion that religion 
has no reasonable foundation. 

In addition to questions of theology, sectarianism per- 
plexed me greatly. I discovered that there were many 
different religious bodies in the world, who all claimed they 
were right, and demonstrated their sincerity by their will- 
ingness to die for their belief. This I found true of the 
Mohammedans and Catholics as well as of the different 
Protestant sects. I knew very well that these numerous 
sects, teaching contradictory doctrines, could not possibly 
all be right, although they might all be wrong. In this 
condition of mind I read Fleetwood’s ‘‘ History of the De- 
nominations,’’ ‘and you will not be surprised when I tell 
you that I was captivated by the rationalistic position of 
the Unitarians. I sent for some of their literature, and 
the more I read the more I became fascinated. I always 
admired the moral and spiritual earnestness of the Meth- 
odists, and, from my reading, I concluded that Unitarian- 
ism was a sort of Methodism with the bad theology and 
jumping (my contact was with the shouting, jumping kind) 
left out. ‘ 

I had a desire to study for the ministry from my youth 
up. The Moravians offered me a free education in their 
college and seminary, with a view to my entering their 
ministry, but by this time I could not conscientiously do 
so. I decided that I would a thousand times rather be an 
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honest doubter outside than a hypocrite in the church. I 
observed that most people came to their religion by hered- 
ity, and then stood up for the teaching in their church and 
opposed that in others. I determined to satisfy my mind, 
first, as to where the truth was, and then follow it wher- 
ever it might lead. On account of my doubts, I had given 
up the idea of studying for the ministry, and was prepar- 
ing to study law; but when I learned that I could enter 
the Unitarian Thelogical School and study for the minis- . 
try, without first joining a church or signing a creed, I 
decided to go there and make a thorough study of all the 
different religious bodies of the world to discover, if pos- 
sible, where the truth was. While my mind was fascinated 
with Unitarianism, and I was at their school for about three 
years, I never joined their church, but was there as a 
serious and conscientious investigator of truth. It was 
thus that I studied three years for the ministry before I 
became a Christian. The moral and spiritual earnestness 
I expected from my reading to find among the Unitarians 
I did not find, especially among the younger and more 
radical ones. Its effect, on the whole, was to relax rather 
than to intensify the moral fiber. Their ideals seemed so 
grand and noble that I thought those possessed with them 
could scarcely find time to eat and sleep in their zeal to 
put them into practice; but I discovered that they not 
only had plenty of time to eat and sleep, but also for danc- 
ing, card-playing, theater-going, ete. Many of the young 
men studying for the ministry spent a large part of the 
night in card-playing, and the Sunday-school room served 
also as a dancing floor. Unitarians pride themselves upon 
the high standard of morality among their people and upon 
the few prisoners you find among their members, but this 
is due to the character of the people they reach rather than 
to the restraining influence of their teaching. 
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My reading had given me a wrong impression as to the 
teaching of Unitarianism. With many others, I was fas- 
cinated and enticed by the writings of conservative Uni- 
tarians, whose contention is largely against. the bad the- 
ology of human creeds; but the present-day teaching of 
the vanguard of Unitarianism is an entirely different thing. 
Tt rejects all the miraculous in the Bible; and, in many 
cases, even denies the existence of a personal God. Almost 
all shades of radical thought on social, moral, religious and 
philosophical questions were represented among the pro- 
feggors and students, and were freely discussed in the 
class-rooms and elsewhere. I expect that my mind was as | 
nearly unsettled and unprejudiced as it could be; and, as 
T had decided to accept every position I could not at the 
time refute, I was in turn converted to about all the 
‘sms,’’ ‘“‘ians’’ and ‘‘ists’’ going, together to a number 
of others for which they have no name as yet. This was 
a very painful experience to my intense and sensitive re- 
ligious nature, but I was determined to be honest with 
myself and to follow wherever my reason would lead me. 
After a long period of perplexity and hard study, I dis- 
covered that rationalism was at the bottom of all my re- 
ligious doubts and confusion. In my ignorance of the 
functions and limitations of the finite intellect, I used my 
reason as a guide in matters on which it is blind and needs 
the help of revelation or divine guidance. Instead of sec- 
tarian teachers understanding my malady and helping me, 
they increased the disease with their unreasonable theology 
and divisions. I discovered my error by the study of psy- 
chology, logic and philosophy. The rationalistic rope that 
had bound me hand and foot and had dragged me into 
materialism and despair by way of all the ‘“‘isms’’ was 
finally cut by the study of John Stuart Mill’s ‘‘System of 
Inductive Logic,’’ which demonstrated to my mind that 
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““inconceivability is not a criterion of impossibility.’’ No 
sooner was this rationalistic rope cut than my soul flew 
back to Christ with great force, like a heavy spring that 
had been forced from its position of rest. 
Details would make an interesting study in the psy- 
chology of conversion, but I shall not enter into the matter 
here only to say that, if 1 were inclined to be credulous, I 
could easily believe. that I have had special and direct ” 
revelations from God. A number of times in my life, 
after having been perplexed over a moral or religious prob- 
lem for weeks, I have wakened during the night with the 
solution of the problem as clear in my mind as if it were 
a revelation from heaven. <A careful analysis has con- 
vinced me that, although these conclusions contain the 
product of the highest part of my nature, they also con- 
tain elements that are the product of human ignorance and 
limitations. What the psychologists call sub-conscious 
cerebration throws much heht on such mental phenomena. 
The intensity of such impressions and the eestacy they 
bring to my soul are always in proportion to the interests 
involved; so it is natural that the experience I am about to 
relate was the most intense and ecstatic of my life. The 
fundamental error that led me into doubt and confusion 
was the position that I could not believe or accept anything 
that I could not conceive to be true; but after I discovered 
the fallacy of this position, and discovered that our daily 
life is just as full of mysteries and perplexities as the Bible 
and religion, I saw that experience, and, therefore, testi- 
mony, must be our guide rather than conceivability. Here 
is the rock-bottom dividing line between the truly scien- 
tific and the destructive criticism of the Bible. 
Rationalism is at the bottom of all destructive criticism 
of the Bible. The miraculous in the Bible is not rejected 
because there is no historical proof for it, but because it 
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is unreasonable and inconceivable, and, therefore, all his- 
terical evidence is set aside with a wave of the hand. But 
all the important facts and acts of life, that are proved 
by experience, can be set aside by the rationalistic test, 
for we can not conceive how they can be true. It is this 
rationalism, checked by hereditary and other prejudices, 
that has led some evangelical scholars to a dangerous posi- 
tion on Bible criticism; it is this rationalism that has led 
the radical, unbelieving erities of Germany, and Unita- 
rians in America, unless checked by hereditary prejudices, 
to eliminate all the miraculous in the Bible and to reject 
it as an inspired revelation in any different sense than that 
in which Shakespeare and Emerson are inspired; and I 
believe that this same rationalism, if carried to its logical 
and legitimate conclusion, will lead to fatalism, absurdity 
and despair, as it did in my own bitter experience. 

Our people, who have laid so much stress on Christian 
evidences, and have pointed out so clearly the historical 
proofs for the divinity of Christ, will readily see how I 
was inevitably brought to this conclusion, after I had come 
to the position that experience and testimony is to be fol- 
lowed rather than conceivability. But it is not an easy 
matter to find the truth, no matter how clear the evidence. 
Our hereditary prejudices and the ruts formed by our pre- 
vious trains of thought, present barriers that can only be 
overcome by patient and persistent effort; otherwise, we 
always end where we commenced, or find, in the Bible and 
elsewhere, what we bring with us or what we are looking 
for. It therefore took me considerable time, after I was 
delivered from rationalism, to find my way back to belief 
in the divinity of Christ and the truthfulness of the Chris- 
tian religion. My soul was almost famished for sympathy 
and desperate for an anchor on which it could lean for 
rest. In its conflict with doubt and confusion it was eut 
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and lacerated and exhausted with pain and despair. The 
crisis finally came. While groping in the dark, with the 
gospel as a historical light, I finally caught sight of the 
Rock of Ages and found rest and peace and joy in the 
shadow of His wings. I was wakened after midnight, and 
the conviction of Christ’s divinity, with its meaning to 
my soul, flashed upon me as clear as a direct revelation 
from heaven. I walked the floor of my room filled with 
inexpressible joy and ecstacy. I left my room, and, under 
the quiet, star-bedecked heavens, took a four miles’ jour- 
ney into the country to a pure mountain spring. My soul 
was filled with such ecstatic joy and peace as could only 
come to an intense, sensitive, religious nature that had 
struggled in the pangs of doubt and confusion for so long a 
time. My soul found its best expression at the time in the 
beautiful one hundred and third Psalm: ‘‘Bless the Lord, 
O my soul, and all that is within me bless his holy name,”’’ 
ete. 

As I came from a section of country where we have 
no churches and are entirely unknown, you will naturally 
wonder how it was that I discovered the movement for the 
restoration of primitive Christianity and how I came to be 
identified with it; for there have been multitudes who be- 
lieved in Christ’s divinity who yet did not discover the 
apostolic teaching in its simplicity. The fact that multi- 
tudes of consecrated and highly educated Christians in 
Europe and America have failed to find the simple gospel 
plea is a demonstration of how difficult it is to get rid of * 
our preconceived and hereditary prejudices so we can see 
the simplest truths that differ from our inherited stock of 
beliefs. This demonstration should be a great lesson to 
us and should make us more patient and persistent in our 
efforts to deliver the myriads who are yet held in sectarian 
bondage. For the Lord has ordained that human instru- 
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ments shall be used in leading people to the full light and 
truth of the gospel. However, in insisting on the natural 
help, we dare not eliminate the supernatural. I firmly be- 
lieve that God in his merey has helped me in my time of 
doubt and trouble, and, through ‘his providence, directed 
my footsteps in finding the primitive gospel. How else do 
you account for the fact that Iwas taken four hundred 
miles away from home (not directly to our people, for, 
with my rationalistie proclivities, the plea of the disciples 
would have disgusted me) to a school where I could, after 
years of study and struggle, be cured of my rationalism, 
so I would know how to recognize the truth when I found rE. 

A number of human instrumentalities combined to lead 
me to our people. During one of my vacations, spent at 
home in Lancaster County, Pa.,-I met a Church of God 
preacher who gave me many ideas against human creeds 
and names that made a lasting impression on me. While 
studying the Gospels in Greek, under President Cary, at 
the Meadville Theological School, we came to the word bap- 
tizo; and, to my utter amazement, the professor looked up 
and said that all Greek scholars of note are agreed that the 
word in the mouth of Jesus meant immersion; ‘‘but,’” 
pleasantly added the professor, ‘‘it does not follow that 
we are to go to the river and be immersed; for sprinkling, 
pouring, immersion or anything. will do, as it is a mere 
form.’’ I was raised in the sprinkling faith and led to 
look with contempt upon immersion as it was practiced in 
our community only by the Dunkards, who have not an 
educated ministry. Therefore, as I understood that Presi- 
dent Cary had refused a eall to the chair of New Testament 
Greek at Harvard University, and was one of the best 
Greek scholars in the country, I was amazed to hear such 
a statement from him. This led me into a candid investi- 
gation of this subject, and, as I became convineed of the 
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truthfulness of the professor’s statement, it removed what 
would have otherwise been a barrier in coming to our peo- 
ple. 

I had read about the ‘‘Campbellites’’ in Fleetwood’s 
“History of Denominations,’’ but the statement was so 
brief and new to me that it did not make much impression 
on me at the time. I carried out my determination to make 
a thorough study of all the different religious bodies of the 
world to see if any of them had the truth. My study along 
this line was greatly facilitated by a class we had to study 
the teachings of the different denominations. The position 
of the disciples of Christ was presented with much favor 
and satisfaction, and they were held up as being with the 
Unitarians in protesting against human creeds and priest- 
craft in religion, although they were criticised for their 
legalistic narrowness along other lines. I became con- 
vineed that the fundamental position of our people—the 
restoration of the primitive unity on the primitive faith 
and practice—was the only correct one, if the Bible is 
what it claims to be. I was very cautious about commit- 
ting himself, as I had been misled so often, and had found 
the actual practice and spirit of Unitarianism so different. 
from the idea I got of it in books and tracts. I sent to 
the Standard Publishing Company for literature to get 
better acquainted with the spirit and teaching of our peo- 
ple. It was during this time that, while on a visit home, 
I learned that one of our preachers was living at Lancas- 
ter, Pa.,,engaged as a mail clerk. This was A. G. Baker, 
who now lives in Philadelphia. Although I was with Bro. 
Baker but a few minutes, he gave me ‘‘Orthodoxy in the 
Civil Courts’’ to read and gave me some light on our plea. 
Through the Year Book I learned that there was a Chris- 
tian Church at New Castle, Pa., and tha. Dr. I. A. Thayer 
was the preacher. I opened a correspondence with him at 
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onee, and it dragged on for some time, until I committed 
myself more fully and received a telegram to come to New 
Castle over Lord’s Day, as O. G. Hertzog was holding a 
protracted meeting there. I left Meadville early in the 
morning end arrived at New Castle on Saturday forenoon. 
I spent most of the day in conférence with O. G. Hertzog, 
John Philips, Thomas Philips and I. A. Thayer. I need 
not tell you that I received more light on the primitive 
gospel in that day than in all my previous life, although 
my previous study had prepared me to receive much in a 
short time. Never were men better fitted to lead a soul to 
obedience to Christ. Thomas Philips, with his profound 
philosophical mind and his own struggles with doubt, some- 
what similar to mine, was a great comfort and help to me. 
John Philips had the most thorough and comprehensive 
knowledge of the Scriptures. of any man I had ever met, 
so far as I could tell. I had been at a theological school 
for about three years and studied about the Bible, but in 
the presence of this man I knew so little about the real 
contents and teachings of the Bible that I was ashamed to 
claim to know anything. Bros. Thayer and Hertzog also 
gave me valuable help in understanding the gospel and 
my duty to obey it. The result was that on Lord’s Day 
morning Bro. Thayer took my confession, and in the even- 
ing I was buried with Christ in baptism. Through the 
help of Bro. Hertzog I soon arranged to change to Hiram 
College to continue my studies there. 

It so happened that it was my turn to preach to the 
schoo] at Meadville before I left. I took the opportunity 
to give a reason for the change I was making. I tried to 
show that Unitarianism was based on rationalism, and 
starved the spiritual life while following a misguided in- 
tellect. I appealed to history to prove how barren it had 
been in reaching and influencing the lives of the masses. 
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I compared it to the Arctic regions, where they have six 
months of light but no warmth, and, consequently, no crops 
worth speaking about. The professor of homiletics, who 
read and criticised all sermons before they were preached 
before the school, rather took me to task for my bold attack 
upon Unitarianism, but he admitted to me that, although 
he had preached and taught it for many years, there were 
yearnings in his soul that it did not satisfy. The sermon 
was listened to with great respect and sympathy, especially 
by the conservatives. Ten years later I received a letter 
from a young Unitarian preacher in Massachusetts, who 
referred to the sermon, and said he had never forgotten it, 
but was often reminded in his experience of how true it 
was, especially in what it said about the coldness and fruit- 
lessness of Unitarianism. The Unitarian movement started 
at the beginning of the last century. It had Harvard Uni- 
versity and most of the writers back of it. It has had 
plenty of money, and has flooded the country with cheap 
and free literature advocating its plea. And yet, after al- 
most a century of effort, it has but a few hundred feeble 
churches. Our movement, which started about the same 
time, with no money or literary prestige, has grown until 
it numbers about twelve thousand churches and about thir- 
teen hundred thousand members. By their fruits ye shali 
know them. 

To say that the fundamental principles of our move- 
ment have not been perfectly carried out as yet, is simply 
to admit that we are human; but we have evidently not 
done as well as we might have done. _ Too often, in our zeal 
tc do everything just as the Bible directs, we have, at least 
partially, turned the vineyard of the Lord into a grave- 
yard of spiritual death and inactivity. May the Lord give 
us a rich supply of common sense, consecration and spir- 
ituality, so we may be able to do the work that he has en- 
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trusted unto us and speedily enter the many open doors 

he has placed before us. For the fields are indeed ripe 

unto the harvest, but the laborers, alas! too few. 
FAIRMONT, W. Va. 








WILL G. LOUCKS. 


HOW I CAME TO THE NEW 
TESTAMENT POSITION 


WILL G. LOUCKS 


About a week before I was sixteen years old I began 
attending a so-called union meeting held in the Methodist. 
Church in my home town. But very few times previous to. 
this had I ever attended church services anywhere, and 
really this was the first time that I had ever been impressed 
with the fact that I ought to be a Christian. Hundreds of 
pople, old and young, were going to the altar night after 
night, some ‘‘seeking the Lord;’’ others were helping seek- 
ers to find him, and some were seeing visions, the woman 
evangelist being most proficient in this. Many startling 
revelations were made to these ‘‘fortunate’’ people, who, 
when the trance was over, would recite what God had said 
to them and revealed to them. These messages stirred the 
hearts of many to action; the Lord ‘‘had put words in their 
mouths’’ (such as they were) which they must speak. Much 
time was spent in prayer in these meetings. Everybody 
prayed at once, and that loud and long. God was asked to 
come down with converting power; Jesus was called upon 
to save poor, dying sinners before it was ‘‘everlastingly 
too late.’? Those who found Jesus shouted and testified. 
From start to finish the meetings would remind one of the 
scene on Carmel more than one in which a living, intelli- 
gent, merciful, loving God was present only anxious to 
bless. . 

No one was asked in this meeting to join the Methodist 


Church. The invitation was: ‘‘Just come to Jesus and be 
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saved; climb over the seats, push your way through the 
crowd and come to Jesus.’’? On the day after I was six- 
teen I made my way through the crowd, in response to 
this invitation, and kneeled down at the altar, was prayed 
tor, and there “‘found God,’’ or ‘‘got religion.’? Never 
until this meeting had I had the opportunity to become a 
Christian. I could not keep back. I did the best I knew 
how to do. My heart cried out, ‘“What must I do?’’ The 
answer was, ‘‘Come to Jesus.’”? How? ‘‘Come over the 
seats—any way to get up here.’? Oh! how much of respon- 
sibility will be laid at the feet of religious teachers for not 
teaching penitent believers the way to God as he has given 
it. The Bible was a new book to me, and I knew not what 
it said, except as it was read and used by this woman who 
claimed to be but little short of inspired. A number of 
these converts were taken into the church (Methodist) after 
the meeting closed, except some, of whom the young Irish- 
man, who professed conversion at the meeting, was a type. 
This young man was not faithful to attend the special 
prayer-meetings subsequent to the revival, and some one 
asked him why he was thus so unfaithful. His very prompt 
reply was, “‘Huh! I didn’t j’in the little, one-horse meet- 
in’s; I j’ined the big meetin’.’’ It was soon apparent that 
this was the case with many. I-knew of not one who con- 
tinued faithful of all who professed conversion except the 
writer, and I may be pardoned for this statement lest I 
seem to boast; even the sad-faced, ‘‘soundly converted”? 
brother who kneeled down with me and prayed for me soon 
fell back into the world of sin. 

TI did not identify myself with any church until the fol- 
lowing winter—nearly a year—but tried in the best way 
I knew how to live a Christian life. But by that time I 
thought the time had come that I should identify myself 
with some church; so, inasmuch as there was a meeting in 
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progress at New Hope Church, a church of the old Chris- 
tian Connection, I went forward and was received into the 
full fellowship of the church. On the 26th day of the 
following May I was baptized, together with a number of 
other young people. This act of baptism I had been taught 
was “‘the answer of a good conscience.’’ Others were mem- 
bers of the church who had never been baptized. This did 
not harmonize with the teaching of Jesus and of Peter, and 
seemed rather a strange order, yet I did not question it 
seriously. 

The Lord’s Supper in this church was observed once 
each quarter, and on these days the ordinance of foot-wash- 
ing was also observed. None of the young people took part 
in the latter, and many of them did not avail themselves of 
this even rare opportunity to partake of the emblems rep- 
resenting the broken body and the shed blood of the Lord. 
These things were all matters of conscience. Here were 
three stumbling-blocks in my way which I could not get 
over, yet, with my limited knowledge of the Scriptural 
order, I felt that J had no right to question the long-taught 
doctrines of the church. Notwithstanding all this, I im- 
proved every opportunity to work for Christ. I taught in 
the Sunday-school and -carried on the prayer-meetings 
when there were any. All this I did with two views—first, 
that of doing all I could for Christ; and, second, that every 
good work I did would be an experience that would be 
valuable to me when I began to preach the gospel, which I 
decided to do the night I accepted in the best way I knew 
_ how the Lord Jesus as my Saviour. 

In the winter following I heard for the first time a 
sermon by a man who was simply Christian. I found I 
had never understood the way of salvation as taught in 
the Bible. J. H. O. Smith was the man referred to. He 
was then State evangelist of Indiana and was in a meeting 
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in Tipton in which there were over one hundred persons 
who became obedient to the simple faith. After these 
nights of instruction, the Bible was to me a greater, a dif- 
ferent book, and I began a more diligent study of it, to see 
for myself ‘‘whether these things were so’’ that I had 
heard. I continued, however, with the church of my first 
choice. I loved the dear people there, and thought there 
might be a possibility that one church was as good as an- 
other anyway, and so continued even more earnestly than 
ever in my endeavors to serve the Master. But as no man 
ean keep close to God’s great Book and believe in and fol- 
low the teachings of anything but its simple teachings, 
after another year had elapsed, under the wise but simple 
preaching of Carey F. Morgan I was led to the final accept- 
ance of the New Testament position, and was received into 
the fellowship of the faithful Church of Christ at Tipton. 
That night was a happier one indeed than when I went up 
to the altar for prayer, for I not only felt, but knew, that 
I had now done the Master’s will in its fullness. I praise 
God for the hour when, in that time of excitement and com- 
motion, I, as best I knew how, gave myself to him, but 
praise him more that in the light of clear intelligence I was 
led to the position now occupied by a great host more than 
a million strong. 

Nearly twenty years have come and gone since that first 
youthful step, but God has ever kept close to me. I learned 
to trust him, and have never found cause to doubt his 
guiding hand. Three of these years were spent seeking as 
best a youthful mind could the way in which the heart 
could be fully satisfied. For more than nine years I have 
been trying to tell the world the things I should have been 
so glad to have heard. From the time I took my stand for 
the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, L 
have never had oceasion to doubt the fact that I had taken 
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the right stand. It is a blessed thing after years of doubt 
to feel that one stands on a height where the footing is ab- 
solutely sure, and to stand where Christ and his apostles 
stood, to see with his eyes, to hear with his ears, to love 
with his heart and to think as he thought. I love the grand 
old plea more and more as the days go by, and pray that 
the time may soon come when inquiring men may be told 
out of the Scriptures what they must do to become the 
children of the Most High, and not leave them to be tossed 
to and fro by a poor, uneducated, misguided conscience. 
May God abundantly bless all who are coming, week by 
week, out of sectarian bounds, giving up the faiths of 
fathers and mothers, and, denouncing human creeds, come 
to the simple ‘‘ faith once for all delivered unto the saints.’’ 











FE. P. ARTHUR: 


WHEN I BECAME A DISCIPLE 


F. P. ARTHUR 


Alexander Campbell once said that in the transition 
from an ecclesiastical to a Christian state of mind one felt 
that it was like the pruning of a grapevine. To the un- 
initiated it seemed to threaten the health of the vine, but 
in due time we could learn that it meant a greater fruit- 
fulness. This simply means that it is hard to rise above 
early training, so, being strongly impressed with the spirit 
and teachings of the Episcopal Church, where my early 
life in church was spent, it was hard to become readjusted. 
Living in Ionia, I attended the church with a very wise 
and intelligent aunt, who did much in leading my mind in 
the right direction, and shall always feel that I owe her 
far more than I can ever repay. She faithfully impressed 
upon me the power and simplicity of the Scriptures over 
the claims and dictums of men and councils until I ob- 
tained a new view-point entirely, which has never left me. 
The fact that God speaks to his people in his word is 
of great. value and should be constantly emphasized. 

In this period Bro. A. 8. Hale was the pastor in Tonia. 
His careful, conscientious labor was never half appreciated 
as it should have been. Modest, careful, earnest, he wrought 
and suffered and died, understood and loved and most 
highly appreciated by the few who could understand him. 
I can not do injustice to his work, but can only say that 
his teaching and sermons cleared my vision and strength- 
ened my faith until I saw the supreme authority of Christ 


as above everything else. Then my duty to obey came. 
65 


66 WHY I BECAME A DISCIPLE. 


pressing upon me, until, after a long, careful consideration 
and many misgivings, I yielded the situation. 

Now, after over twenty-seven years of service and toil 
in Him, I ean say that I have never had a shadow of doubt 
or uneasiness as to the position being correct. The plea 
for Biblical simplicity is the coming position, and is, there- 
- fore, comprehensive and satisfying. The impress upon the 
disciples of what we may call the Christian conscience is 
the sanest and best balanced of any I have ever known. I 
have found them free from fads, ready for the truth from 
whatever source; at the same time not go liberal as to for- 
get their anchor nor their mission. I therefore wonder 
that any one should hesitate in becoming a follower of 
Christ and joining this great army of faithful, devoted 
disciples, 








JAMES VERNON. 


| FROM 
RITUALISM TO CHRIST. 


JAMES VERNON 


I was born November 15, 1849, on the shore of the 
beautiful Lake Simcoe, sixty miles north of Toronto, Can- 
ada. My ancestors were Norman French who came to 
England with William the Conqueror. My father and 
mother were born in Nottingham, and were married and 
had children there. He came to Canada in 1844, and she 
came with the children four years later. I was the first 
child born in the new home. As soon after my birth as 
the ice on the lake was strong enough to bear a team I 
was taken across to Shanty Bay Episcopal Church to be 
christened by Parson Ardagh. My vod-father was an 
Trish Orangeman named John Robinson, who promised, 
among other things, to brmg me to the Bishop to be con- 
firmed as soon as I could say the ereed, the Lord’s Prayer 
and the Ten Commandments in the vulgar tongue. A 
short time before my mother died she gave me the chris- 
tening cap which I wore on that oecasion. It is needless 
to say I have it yet, and often take it out and look at the 
stitches her fingers put there. The years ran on in the 
hardship and poverty incident to a backwoods farm in 
Canada. 

I got but little schooling, for Canada had no free 
school system then. I occasionally went through the 
woods to an Episcopal Church five miles distant, but pre- 


corred to go to a log schoolhouse about a mile away, where 
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the Methodists used to preach. One day the sammer I was 
fourteen my sister came out to the field to say that I was 
wanted at the house, and, when I got there, found my 
god-father. He had come to tell me that I must get ready 
for confirmation. I thought that was my duty, and so 
took up the eatechism, and soon could answer every ques- 
tion in it. I was confirmed by the Bishop of Toronto, 
known as ‘‘Joeckey Strachan,’’ June 5, 1862. 

What were my impressions concerning the perform- 
ance? Well, I hadn’t any in particular. I did not know 
what it was supposed to mean; I merely thought that he 
had something to do, and had done what he ought to have 
done, and that was all. What did I know about the last 
great commission, about the gospel plan of salvation, about 
coming to Christ in the way and manner laid down in 
the New Testament? Absolutely nothing at all. I knew 
about creation and Joseph and the children of Israel 
coming out of Egypt, and that Jesus was born in Bethle- 
hem and crucified on Calvary, and that was all. I could 
not have told whether I was a Jew or a Gentile, whether 
I was under Moses or Christ, under the law or the gospel, 
under the Old Covenant or the New. I knew nothing of 
the day of Pentecost or of the apostolic ministry which 
followed it. If any man had asked me the question, 
‘“What must I do to be saved?’’ I should have told him 
to believe in God and pay his pew rent. I never heard 
the question asked nor answered. I thought that the only 
men who really understood the Bible were those who wore 
clerical coats, high silk hats, white chokers and who were 
never known to smile. 

Outside the few historical things which I have men- 
tioned, I was as ignorant about the Bible as a Hottentot, 
and as wicked as I knew how and had opportunity to be. 
The church paid no attention to me, though it was well 
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known that I would lie, get drunk, swear and fight. In 
her services I heard nothing but ‘‘Dearly beloved breth- 
ren, the Scripture moveth us,’’ ete., ete., and the prayers 
for the Queen and the royal family and the bishops and 
clergy, and a fifteen minutes’ essay read. If I ever got 
one spiritual idea or hope or aspiration out of all I saw 
and heard, I have no remembrance of it.now. 

I gradually ceased to look to the church for any spir- 
itual guidance, and went only when some social or festal 
matter appealed to my curiosity. The Methodists were 
different. They did appeal to us and plead with us to 
lead different lives, and when a man joined them, it meant 
that he had to keep his life within the bounds of a Chris- 
tian morality. I read many of their books and committed 
most of their hymns to memory. I can repeat more Meth- 
odist hymns than any man I ever met in the Methodist 
Church or out of it. But I never joined them; and, look- 
ing back on it now, I am sure the reason was not that I 
loved my sins and longed to continue in them, but that I 
utterly detested the scenes and performances of the 
mourner’s-bench method of getting religion. 

I desired to be an engineer, but there was no place 
there where I could go and learn the business, so I took 
up blacksmithing, little thinking at the time how valuable 
the knowledge thus gained would be to an engineer. I 
eame to the United States in 1870, being at the time a 
little over twenty-one years of age. I had been sick near 
Hamilton, and so, when I landed at Suspension Bridge, 
Niagara Falls, I had just one big penny in my pocket. 
But I got work the first hour. The man I worked for 
turned out to be worthless, and as soon as I could get 
money enough to take me somewhere else, I left and went 
to Clarence Centre. My employer there was a German, 
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who used to spend his Sundays driving about and drink- 
ing beer. This I would not do, so stayed at home. 

For some time there had been stealing over me the 
conviction that I was born, for better things than I had 
been following. I had quit my lying, drinking, swearing 
and fighting, and found myself better off for having done 
so. There was a Bible in the house, and I began to read 
that, and, what was of infinitely more importance, I be- 
ean to pray for help and guidance, and I believe that God 
not only heard but answered my prayers. The man I was 
working for owed me a good deal more money than I ever 
cared to have a drinking man owe me, and I wanted a 
chance to quit so as to get my pay. One day a fine-look- 
ing young man walked in and told me that he and his 
brothers wanted a man in their machine shop in Williams- 
ville. I quit that night, and two days after was in Will- 
jamsville. 

My employer was a Lutheran, as was his younger 
brother, and the oldest brother was a Presbyterian. It 
gives me great pleasure to state that my employer, Daniel 
Krehbiel, is now an elder of the Church of Christ in that 
same town of Williamsville. Was it not a strange thing 
that the very night I landed there Benjamin Franklin 
should have landed there to hold a meeting? After sup- 
per the younger brother said: ‘‘Wouldn’t you like to go 
to meeting to-night?’’ I said: ‘‘I don’t know; who is 
preaching?’’ Before he had time to answer, the elder 
brother spoke up and said: ‘‘Oh, it is the Campbellites, 
and you never heard such doctrine in your life as they 
preach.’’ That was the first time I ever heard the word 
Campbellites, and I actually went to that meeting expect- 
ing to see the people disfigured by some physical defor- 
mity. Instead of that, I saw a lot of fine-looking people 
in the seats and a fine-looking man on the platform. I 
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noticed that the preacher had none of the airs or dress of 
a parson, but looked like a well-to-do farmer or business 
man. His first sermon was on ‘‘Conversion,’’ and though 
it is thirty-four years ago, I can repeat a good deal of it 
yet. That was the first glimpse of religious light that 
ever fell on my mind. He followed this with a sermon on 
‘“‘The Christian Soldier,’’ and dwelt a good deal on the 
idea that, in Christ’s army, all the soldiers are volunteers. 
When he drew a picture of a great doctor of divinity with 
a string of titles to his name as long as the tail of a kite, 
getting down and conscripting a little baby in the cradle, 
I had no more good sense and good breeding than to get up 
and walk out. But once outside, I did some thinking and 
talking to myself. I said: ‘‘You have played the fool. 
Why, that man has already given you all the religious 
light you ever had, and now, just because he has said 
something against a notion of yours, you turn your back 
on him.”’ 

I was there again the next night. The first one to 
come out was a Miss Van Pelt, whose father was a ruling 
elder in the Presbyterian Church, and her coming set the 
town on fire. Two days later her father and mother came, 
and with them some of the most prominent social and 
financial people in the town. And then I never saw such 
indignation. I don’t think they would have drowned 
Franklin in the river, but if he had been in the river, I 
don’t think they would have pulled him out. Franklin 
had to go to Oshawa, Canada, but J. I’. Rowe came and 
continued the meeting. In response to his invitation, I 
eame forward to confess my faith in Christ, and with 
me came a Lutheran shopmate who at last account was 
a deacon in the church. I was baptized -the-same hour of 
the night in a stream which runs through the town, and 
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among those who witnessed the ceremony was Mary Gray- 
biel, our missionary in India. 

After the meeting closed we had little prayer-meetings, 
and at one of these Mary Graybiel’s mother asked me to 
speak, and so I said my first word for Christ. I now 
decided to give myself to the work of the ministry. Bro. 
Rowe had given me ‘‘McGarvey on Acts’? and Bro. 
Wilmer gave me Milligan’s ‘‘Scheme of Redemption.’’ It 
was slow, hard work, but how could it well be otherwise 
with the ages of superstition and ignorance which were 
behind me? The next year I went back to my home in 
Canada and preached my first sermon in a little union 
chapel, which had been built on the corner of my father’s 
farm. I wrote out the sermon in full, and have the 
manuscript yet. Then I came back to the United States 
and went to work for the Baltimore & Ohio Railway Com- 
pany in the locomotive shops in Zanesville. We had a 
few brethren there who met in the old Senate chamber, 
and I preached for them while still working at my trade 
and studying at night. The Baptists knew of me, and 
offered to send me to college if I would turn Baptist, but 
I said, ‘‘No; I will get along somehow,’’ and I did. The 
morning after I was twenty-two I entered a school taught 
by two Presbyterian ministers, and at once took up the 
study of Latin and Greek. The Presbyterians gave me 
the best they had, and never said a word to me about join- 
ing their church. I was ordained by Joseph Dunn and 
M. A. Harvey at Malta, O., June 8, 1872. 

In addition to McGarvey and Miligan, I had now 
read Campbell on “‘The Work of the Spirit,’’ ‘‘The Proper 
Division of the Word’’ and his sermon on ‘‘The Law.”’ 
This last I regard as the finest, clearest and most enlight- 
ened piece of reasoning I have ever read. Since then, 
with the exception of four months spent abroad in tor 
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I have been constantly in the pulpit. I have held a few 
meetings, but work has been entirely that of a pastor. 
I have baptized about a thousand people, and received I 
don’t know how many who had been already baptized, 
Among those whom I led to Christ were my father and 
mother. I built the Harlem Avenue Church in Baltimore 
and founded what has grown to be the Calhoun Street 
Chureh in the same city. I have brought seven young 
men into the ministry and baptized two young women 
who have become preachers’ wives; viz.: Mrs. Bagby, of 
Washington, and Mrs. Mohorter, of Pueblo, Col. I have 
never had a debate, though I once reviewed a Methodist 
preacher on baptism ad a medium on Spiritualism. My 
fields of labor have been Malta, Kipton, Geneva, Chagrin 
Falls and Bedford, O. I was five years in Baltimore, 
eight years in Henderson, Ky., two years in Independence, 
Mo., five years in Nicholasville, Ky., and last April I 
zame to Winchester, Ind., to help our people build a new 
house of worship. 

I became a citizen of the United States in Cleveland, 
O., in 1879, and cast my first vote for Garfield. I have 
been a subscriber to the SranpaArp for thirty-three 
years, and owe it a debt of gratitude that I never can re- 
pay. JI am one of the many who think that it is better 
to-day than ever. Two things in my life I have never for 
one moment regretted: First, that I took my stand with 
the Church of Christ; and, second, that I renounced my 
allegiance to Queen Victoria and became an American 
citizen. Politically speaking, it would be impossible for 
me to live under any flag except the Stars and Stripes. 
And religiously speaking, it would be utterly impossible 
for me to stand with any people except the one people 
whose watchword is ‘‘No leader but Christ, and no law but 
his written word.’’ Whether my life be long or short, I 
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shall spend every moment of it in their fellowship. There 
is no higher ground than that which they have taken. And 
when life here shall end, I want their voices to say what 
is said and sing what is sung over me and their hands to 
lay what is left of me in the grave. 
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HOW | 
BECAME A CHRISTIAN 


T. J. O'CONNOR (Roman Catholic) 





As I settle myself to write, by invitation, and in 
brief, the story of my conversion from the errors and su- 
perstitions of Ronian Catholicism to the light, life and 
libery of the gospel of God concerning his Son Jesus 
Christ, my heart goes out in a prayer of sincere thankful- 
ness to the Father of all mercies and to the blessed Lord 
who loved me and gave himself for me. I devoutly thank 
my God for his goodness, his providence and his saving 
grace; for the blessings that have come to me as a member 
of the household of faith, and, particularly, for the great 
privilege I have enjoyed for many years in being per- 
mitted to preach 


“The life-giving gospel of Jesus, 
The wonderful message of love.”’ 


I was born a Catholic. From infancy I was intended 
for the priesthood, and my education to manhood was to 
that end. For various reasons, but principaliy because 
of my inclinations and my disposition, I ‘‘gave up the 
notion.”’ 

Of all the organizations claiming to be & Christian,” 
the Roman Catholic is, I believe, farthest removed from 
the simplicity of the gospel, the faith and practice of the 
primitive church. Yet all is not bad in Roman Catholi- 
cism. Whether the priests really believe the doctrines 


they teach by authorisy of—not the Pope—for the Pope 
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alone is not authority; not the church, either, for you can 
not put your hand on a verse of Scripture of which the 
church has given an authorized exposition—but a ‘‘Pope 
and Council,’’ I am not prepared to say. My heart in- 
clines me to doubt their sincerity. But when I remember 
that a great number of priests are sons of poor, humble 
and almost illiterate parents; that their educational ad- 
vantages were limited, many of them having had only a 
common school edueation before entering upon the long 
and laborious theological course demanded, and that in 
the European countries in which they were brought up 
(Ireland, for instance) they had no opportunity of touch- 
ing elbows in a friendly way with Protestants, nor of 
reaching Protestant literature, as have the Catholic young 
men of the United States, I am inclined to be merciful in 
my judgment; the more especially when I know so well 
the tendency of the average man is to be contented with 
the religion of his fathers so long as nothing arises to se- 
riously disturb his mind and cause him to doubt the cor- - 
rectness of his religious beliefs. Wet the mind of an hen- 
est, earnest man be thus agitated on this important ques- 
tion; let him once become sensible of his personal respon- 
sibility to God, and, without delay, he will begin to 
investigate the ground of his faith, endeavor to come to a 
knowledge of the truth, as it is in Christ Jesus, the Lord. 
And let it be carefully noted here that there is nothing 
that can thus disturb him save the gospel and the doc- 
trines of the gospel. 

. But whatever may be said of priests to the contrary, 
1 am fully convinced that thousands and thousands of 
Roman Catholic church-members are earnest and sincere 
in their faith and worship. And earnestness and sincerity 
are commendable even when faith and practice, because 
of ignorance, are not, in every ease, in exact accord with 
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the New Testament teaching. ‘‘Be to the best thou know- 
est ever true;’’ be conscientious, and you can not fail to 
influence for good. When I was far removed from loved 
ones and home, it was the remembrance of daily family 
prayer and of my beloved parents’ devotion to what they. 
believed to be right, their exemplary conduct at all times, 
and their loving solicitude for my moral and spiritual 
welfare, that alone kept my feet from continually walking. 
in the way of evil. Indeed, I may safely say that the holy 
impulse which led to my conversion was, under God, 
directly due to the teaching and example of my dear fa- 
ther and mother when my heart was young and tender. 
For had I not been brought up in the way of righteous- 
ness (to the extent of the knowledge of that way pos- 
sessed by my parents), it is not at all unlikely that when 
at length I did hear the truth, I would have turned a 
deaf ear to it. 

Experience has taught me that ‘“‘Train up a child in 
the way he ought to go; and when he is old he will not 
depart from it,’’ does not necessarily imply that church 
ereeds learned in youth will be persistently clung to all 
through life. I believe there are in America, to-day, 
thousands of Roman Catholic people, brought up as I was, 
who would gladly transfer their allegiance from Pope to 
Christ, were they privileged to hear for any reasonable 
length of time the saving truths of the gospel lovingly 
presented. Tirades against the Roman Catholic Church 
are profitless. No power in heaven or on earth can convert ~ 
the Catholic Church; but by the power of God unto sal- 
vation—the gospel—individual members of that body can 
be converted. And it is by this process alone that popery 
ean be overcome and banished forever from the earth. 
If, as was stated by one of England’s greatest writers, 
Catholicism is ‘‘the masterpiece of human wisdom,’’ it 
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is evident that it can not be destroyed or its activities be 
seriously crippled, but by a power superhuman. 

I heard the gospel for the first time in town in Saline 
County, Neb., where I lived and found fairly profitable 
employment in supplying the inhabitants with a weekly 
account of every important happening in the county at 
the astonishingly low figure—one dollar a year for each 
Subseriber. An evangelist was ‘“‘holding a meeting’’ in 
a tent about a mile from the town. One evening I accom- 
panied a gentleman friend to the tent, more to oblige him 
than with any hope of being interested in the proceedings 
there. But it is the unexpected that happens. The 
preaching interested me as no preaching has ever done 
since. That night, when, ordinarily, I would have been 
asleep, I found myself pondering over the sermon and 
comparing the teaching with that of Roman Catholic mis- 
sion priests whom I had heard attentively in earlier years. 
The result was that before closing my eyes in sleep I 
clearly saw: 

1. That ‘‘salvation’’ had more to do with deliverance 
from the power of sin during life than with escaping hell 
after death. 

2. That ‘‘Christianity,’’? instead of being an effort 
to keep the ten commandments of God, and the six chief 
commandments of the church—‘‘fast and abstain on the 
days commanded,”’ ‘‘g0 to confession at least once a year,’” 
ete.—was doing the will of God as revealed to us by Jesus 
Christ and the apostles inspired by him, in the strength 
of Christ. 

3. That love for God and a longing for righteousness, 
rather than reverence for the Pope and fear of hell, 
should be the controlling motive and the impelling power 
in the Christian life. 
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As a sample of the way some mission priests ter- 
rorized the young people to loyalty to the ehureh, I give 
the following true (?) story told by a Redemptorist: 


THE RED-HOT GHOST. 

A young lady was keeping company with a Protestant 
young man, contrary to the instructions of the priest. 
She was finally led into sin by her unbelieving companion. 
She could have been forgiven had she gone to confession, 
but she no longer believed in the power of the priest to 
forgive sin. Within a few weeks she was taken sick and 
died—God’s avenging hand. On the night following her 
death the young man was awakened from his sleep by 
the sudden illumination of his chamber. He sat up in bed 
and was horror-stricken at beholding the spirit of the 
young woman he had succeeded in winning from the 
faith, completely robed in blue flames, standing by his 
bedside. The ghost raised her right hand, and, pointing 
a fiery finger at him, said: ‘‘I am in hell; you are the 
cause. Had you not weaned me from my faith in the holy 
Roman Catholic and apostolic Church, I would now be 
alive and well. I have come to tell you that you, also, 
will soon be in hell, and that I will be at the gates to 
receive you with upbraidings and torments that will 
multiply your eternal miseries. I leave a sign that will 
convince you in the morning that this is not a dream.’’ 
So saying, the ghost placed her red-hot hand on a table 
that was near the bed, burned its impression deep into 
the wood, and then disappeared. When the young man 
saw the handprint next morning, he fell to the floor— 
dead; the wailing shrieks of his lost soul, as the devils 
conveyed it to the abode of the damned, being plainly 
heard by the neighbors. Terrorized in this way, is it to 
be wondered at that Roman Catholic boys and girls, in 
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my young days, were loyal, outwardly at any rate, to the 
faith? ‘‘But they ought to know better when they grow 
up.’’ Perhaps so. Very likely they do. Our concern, 
however, is not with what they ought to know, but with 
what we ought to do, to win them from darkness to 
light. 

4. That as Jesus came expressly to seek and to save 
the lost, and now, having accomplished the work of re- 
demption by his sacrifice on the cross, he ever liveth 
to make intercession for us; as he has left the standing 
invitation, ‘‘Come unto me, all ye that labor and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest,’’ it was contrary 
to reason, as well as unscriptural, to fear that he could 
not be approached personally, but must be sought in 
the round-about way of the Virgin Mary, the angels, 
and the spirits of the departed faithful who were 
“‘heatified’’ and ‘‘eanonized’’ by his immaculate majesty, 
the Pope. 

In this connection the question suggested itself to me, 
“‘Tf the priests really have power to forgive sin, if it be 
true that ‘whose sins they forgive are forgiven,’ why as an 
after-confession devotion should we be taught to pray: 
“QO holy Virgin, and all ye saints and angels! bless and 
extol the Lord for his infinite mercies; beg of him to 
accept the confession I have made, to supply, through his 
goodness, for all its deficiencies, and graciously to con- 
firm in heaven the sentence of absolution which has been 
pronounced upon me on earth’’? And it was answered 
by my mental repudiation of the doctrines concerning 
the confessional and saintly intercession. 

All this did the first gospel sermon I ever heard do ° 
for me; and this without the preacher having referred, 
jin any way, to the Roman Catholic Church, or Roman 
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-Cathohe doctrine. Surely the word of God is quick and 
powerful. . 

The following day I purchased a Bible. I went to the 
tent meetings regularly every evening, and read my 
Bible through the day. Within two weeks I had for- 
saken Catholicism and separated myself from all my rela- 
tives as effectually as though I had died. - But I had found 
Christ, the Friend that sticketh closer than a brother, 


‘“My comfort by day, and my song in the uight; 
My hope, my salvation, my ail.”’ 


The next important step was taken nearly six years 
later, when I was an Iowa preacher—a regularly. ordained 
Baptist minister. I was at Minburn, holding a meeting 
for two weeks with the purpose of helping a badly dis- 
couraged church. One day a_ tall, rather good-looking 
and well-dressed gentleman, of about forty, and an ex- 
ceedingly attractive lady of medium height, with one 
of the finest heads of re—no, I won’t say it—auburn 
hair I ever saw, arrived at the hotel where I was putting 
up. Naturally I inquired who these strangers were. I 
was told they were ‘‘a Campbellite preacher and his 
wife—Vernon and Ida Estelle Harrington.’’ In a day 
or two I noticed another good-looking man, a much older 
man, however, and also a stranger to me. His name, I 
was informed, was J. A. Walters, also a ‘‘Campbellite 
preacher,’’ and Mrs. Harrington’s father. 

I was holding services in a hall. Just across the 
street, on a vacant lot, under the shelter of an impro- 
vised tent, the Campbellite forces began operations. 
The Harringtons were great singers; I was a great (?) 
preacher. The people would gather about the tent to 
hear Harringtons sing; after the opening songs they 
crossed the street to hear me preach. One night I was 
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preaching from. the passage, ‘‘I am not mad, most noble 
Festus.’ At that time, when preaching from a text, I 
was careful not to get too far from it, and in order to 
keep myself located, as well as to fill a gap now and then, 
I had a habit of repeating the text three or four times 
during the sermon. On this particular night I thought 
I had better repeat the text, along about the end of the 
first quarter stretch. So I began, at the top of my voice, 
‘“‘T am not mad—’’ I stopped; the Harringtons were 
singing: Louder and louder swelled the volume of sweet 
sound. My congregation became restless. One by one 
they began to seek the ‘‘entrance out.’’ Now I could hear 
the words; they were singing the chorus tu the first verse ; 
bounding through the open window came the closing lines: 


‘Tis the song of grace so free, 
Tis the shout, the shout of victory.”’ 


And certainly it was—for the ‘‘Campbellites’’; more than 
half my congregation had disappeared and I could plainly 
see the others were in a disappearing frame of mind. 
This was my first lesson in ‘‘ Christian union.’’ 

I consented to remain with the Minburn Church as 
pastor. Bros. Walters and Harrington organized a Chris- 
tian Church, and the latter was ealled to be the minister. 
For many months I had the pleasure of visiting almost 
every day with the Harringtons, and quite frequently with 
‘‘dear old Bro. Walters.’’ At this time I did not think 
it mattered much what Protestant denomination a man 
belonged to, but this idea gradually died out as I grew to 
understand the full significance of such exhortations as 
‘“Be established in the faith,’’ ‘‘Whatsoever is not of faith 
is sin,’’ ete., and as I began to grasp the underlying motif 
of our Lord’s wonderful prayer, ‘‘And not for them only 
do I pray, but for them also who through their word shall 
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believe in me: that they all may be one, as thou, Father, 
in me, and I in thee: that they also may be one in us: 
that the world may believe that thou hast sent me. And 
the glory which thou hast given me, I have given to them: 
that they may be one as we also are one.’’ 

Still, I regarded Bro. Walters as somewhat of a crank. 
I dearly loved him, but I felt that in every discussion of 
religious subjects in which we engaged’ he had at heart 
my ‘‘conversion’’ (if he had, I now praise God for it). 
But the leaven of the truth was slowly working. It was, 
I think, about a year after I had left Minburn that the . 
day of my entire deliverance from the bondage of human 
ereeds began to dawn. I was contemplating the matter 
of accepting a lucrative Methodist ‘‘appointment’’ offered 
me by the presiding elder of the district, by request of 
the church stewards, who had already approached me on 
the subject. One day I found myself thinking thus: ele 
it does not matter what church you are a member of; if, 
after having obeyed the primary commands of the gospel, 
it is a matter of small importance what church you join, 
why not go back to the Cathole Church ?’’ 

It slowly dawned upon me that I had no option in the 
matter of a church home; that my business was to obey 
the Lord. I recalled the second chapter of Acts, where it 
says, ‘‘The Lord added to the church daily such as were 
being saved.’’ I immediately concluded that when I took 
the name ‘‘Baptist,’’ I did something the Lord never asked 
me to do—something he is entirely opposed to—and that 
my business now was to put away all names that point to 
men rather than to Christ, and return to the position and 
church to which I was added by the Lord. I didVieosem L 
read again ‘‘The Divine Plea.’’ Here I saw the shadow 
of the divine life; the condition of the new sanctity, the 
mark and proof of genuine Christianity. I saw how in 
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this wonderful prayer the prophetic soul forecast and de- 
nounced every effort to rend the unity of his church, as 
the chief obstacle to the success of his life and teaching 
among men, the great stumbling-block to the world be- 
lieving. I saw what an incalculable blessing it would be 
to suffering and dying humanity were all God’s children 
to own, as did the early disciples, one Lord, one faith, one 
baptism. Thereby we would bring to bear once more upon 
humanity the miraculous influences of the gospel of the 
Son of God, but this time with the impact of a common 
unity. On my knees I thanked God for the light, and im- 
mediately wrote the news to my dear friends at Minburn. 
A few days brought me two long, loving, encouraging let- 
ters. I quote from that of Mrs. Harrington: 

‘‘My Dear BroTHEeR:—You will never know the real 
joy that your last letter brought to me and Mr. Harring- 
ton. It was full of good things; but, oh! the joy of know- 
ing that you are now indeed a Christian only. We have 
always loved you and felt such a near interest in you, but 
more especially now than before, for you are all in all 
Christ’s, and ‘he is ours.’ God bless you, and that more 
abundantly from day to day. We do not want you to 
give a thought to not preaching the gospel. A man was 
never better prepared to preach the truth; and room will 
be made for you in ‘our brotherhood.’ My dear father 
was here and was greatly delighted in hearing my husband 
read your letter. He said, ‘Send for me a God bless you 
and Christian love to dear Bro. O’C.’ ”’ 

May God hasten the day when all believers will ree- 
ognize that it is the effective will of Christ that his church 
should be one, one to the end of time; that he has imposed 
on it the absolute condition of unity. Amen. 
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As far as I can trace them, my paternal and maternal 
ancestors have not only been eminently pious, but pre- 
eminently theological. They have been earnest seekers 
after THE TRUTH. Whether they were French Huguenots 
or German Jews, Swiss Calvinists or English Arminians, 
all of which some of them were, they were devoted and 
devout thinkers upon those things that appertain to God 
and his kingdom. Their intellectual independence, their 
moral courage, their spiritual loyalty, added to well- 
trained minds and tongues, made many of them leaders 
along humble though useful lines wherever their lots were 
east. With all these virtues they had at least one vice, as 
men are apt to count things—they would cHancE. In 
periods of transition this is inevitable for persons of their 
heart and mind. An approving conscience is to be pre- 
ferred to an apparent consistency. They would seek the 
light, and, when they believed they had found it, would 
follow wherever it led. They would see the very smile of 
God through the frown of men. At ‘one time one of my 
grandmothers was a Wesleyan (Methodist) class leader. ; 
Her sprinkling not proving satisfactory, she became a 
Baptist. She died among the ‘‘Open Brethren.’’ At one 
time my grandfather on the other side of the house was a 
member of the Church of England (Episcopal). He 


drifted into Deism, then became a Baptist. He died a 
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‘‘Close Brother.’? My parents were ‘‘Open Brethren.’” 
When quite a boy I united with these good people. 

The ‘‘Brethren’’ movement in Great Britain sustained 
very much the same relation to religious society in that. 
land that the ‘‘Disciple’’ movement sustains in America. 
It originated about the same time, with much the same 
object in view. Learned and pious Episcopalians in the 
main revolted against priesteraft. They repudiated in- 
fant sprinkling. The whole sacerdotal system was abhor- 
rent to them. They ‘‘set up’’ the Lord’s Table as the 
center of their weekly worship. They prosecuted a sweep- 
ing propaganda against ‘“‘system,’’ as they called what we 
eall ‘‘sectarianism.’’ Multitudes came out from ‘‘Baby- 
lon.’’ Not only among the masses, but among the classes, 
a great stir was made. Members of the House of Lords 
united with the movement, and for a time the ‘‘Breth- 
ren’’ (sometimes called ‘‘Plymouth Brethren,’’ after the 
town in which one of their earliest and strongest assemblies: 
existed) bade fair to sweep everything before them. But 
a change came. Ambitious leaders arose, each promulga- 
ting his manifesto of ‘‘principles.’’ Sides were taken; 
factions were formed. Excommunieations as fierce as ever 
issued from Rome were mutually exchanged. A noble ef- 
fort to restore primitive Christianity and the lost unity 
of the church was wrecked. 

I know of nothing sadder in the whole history of res- 
toration or reformatory movements than this. Families 
were divided; husbands and wives ceased to be sueh; chil- 
dren would take sides with one parent against themselves 
and against the other; separate tables were eaten from 
and separate rooms occupied under the same roof. My 
father took sides with the ‘‘Open’’ faction; his father 
with the ‘‘Close.’’ I have seen the factions with coats off 
fighting for control of the Lord’s Table. The breaking of 
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heads instead of the breaking of bread became the order 
of worship. My young heart was broken. What should 
I do? To whom eould I go? I loved the ‘‘Brethren.’’ 
I love them yet. Some of the kingliest and priestliest of 
God’s dear children are yet to be found in their scattered 
and scarred ranks. 

About this time some of the literature of the ‘‘Dis-) 
ciples of Christ’? came into my hands. I studied it, I 
studied it seriously. A crisis in my life had arrived, a 
time for decision had come. All kinds of voices were 
calling to me. The ‘‘Disciples’’ claimed to have the same 
aim in view that the ‘‘Brethren’’ had, and, to a large 
extent, their platforms were similar, if not identical. One 
seemed relatively successful; the other, I knew, was a fail- 
ure. I convinced myself that the ‘‘Disciples’’ were a 
success and that their progress was little less than mar- 
velous, all things considered. I then investigated, the 
causes of that success, found out where they and the 
‘‘Brotherhood”’ differed, and determined that where there 
was any difference between them, that the ‘‘Disciples’’ 
were right and the ‘‘Brethren’’ wrong, and threw in my 
lot with the ‘‘Disciples.’’ There was very little sentiment 
and no fanaticism at all in this change. There was busi- 
ness in it. I was a young man. Life was largely before 
me. I wanted to be useful. J had deep convictions that 
“‘system,’’ or ‘‘sectarianism,’’ was a sin, and I joined the 
people who believed as I did and who seemed to me te 
have an invincible ‘‘plea,’’ the one best designed to reach 
the desired end, which was proving a success, whereas the 
‘“Brethren’s’’ ‘‘principles’’? had been demonstrated a fail- 
ure. As the exceeding sinfulness of sin needs to be 
preached to the sinner, I am convinced more and more 
that the exceeding sinfulness of sectarianism as the crown- 
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ing sin of the church needs to be preached to the saint, and 
-both in the same tender accents. 

Some sixteen years have flown since I threw in my lot 
with the disciples of Christ, and I can still say regarding 
them and the position they occupy: 


“My latest found, 
Heaven’s last, best gift, 
My ever new delight.” 


To me they represent the ULTIMATE Christianity ; that is, 
in ideals. As no chain is stronger than the weakest link, I 
am convinced that the inability to distinguish between 
‘‘uniformity of opinion’’? and ‘‘unity in faith’’ is the 
cause of the weakness of the ‘‘Brethren,’’ and, for that 
matter, where the ‘‘Disciples’’ are weak, the same is true. 
‘The degree of the impeccability of Christ’? was one of 
the subjects on which the ‘‘Brethren’’ split. “<The com- 
ing of Christ: in the air or in the hearts of his people,”’ 
was another. The whole field of eschatology was swept. 
Types and shadows were ever being discussed and unifor- 
mity of opinion insisted on. As all claimed to be under 
the direct influence of the Holy Spirit and under obliga- 
tion to ‘‘prophesy,’’? and as ‘‘mutual edification’’ and 
‘‘nerfect liberty’? were the rules of the assemblies, ‘‘con- 
fusion worse confounded’’ frequently reigned supreme. 
The Spirit seems to lead the ‘‘Friends’’ to say little or 
nothing, but the ‘‘Brethren’’ he leads into much and di- 
versified utterance. The ‘‘one man ministry’’ is scorned 
by the ‘‘Brethren.’’ All are ‘‘prophets, priests and 
kings.’’ This works well in intelligent, edueated commu- 
nities, where men of leisure, consecration and ability take 
hold, but where contrary conditions obtain, it is Babel— 
Bedlam. This is enough, I think, to show wherein, at 
least to some extent, the weakness of the ‘‘Brethren’’ is to 
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be found and the corresponding strength of the ‘‘Disci- 
ples.’ The ‘‘Brethren’’ are mystical, where the ‘‘Dis- 
ciples’’ are rational. The “‘Brethren’’ strive to blend the 
word of truth; the ‘‘Disciples,’’ to divide it. The 
‘‘Brethren’’ are always looking for some great ‘‘crisis’’ 
to facilitate the progress of God’s kingdom on earth; the 
‘“Tisciples’’ are more prone to trust to the general law of 
culture, and nurture, rather than rupture, is their modus 
operandi. The ‘‘Brethren’’ depend almost exclusively on 
providence; the ‘‘Disciples’’ believe also in plans. Some 
one has said, ‘‘The ‘Brethren’ are more pious than prac- 
tical.’’ Let us trust that the ‘‘Disciples’’ are both pious 
and practical. 

It will be seen from the foregoing that it is through 
much tribulation and tradition that I have entered the 
‘“kingdom.’’ I have ‘‘malice toward none and charity for 
all.’ My grandfather before mentioned was very bitter to- 
ward me on account of my ‘‘grievous apostasy.’’ Upon sev- 
eral occasions he refused to see me and treated me very un- 
kindly. He lived long enough, however, to relent, and, in 
view of his own ecclesiastical history, to remark that ‘‘per- 
haps the boy’s change was justifiable, and he may be 
right.’’ 

I may be excused for mentioning with pardonable pride 
my brother Herbert, now of Uniontown, Pa. In the break- 
ing up of things religious in our family, he drifted to the 
Methodists, and I do not think I betray a confidence when — 
F state that from Methodism he was in danger of lapsing 
into Rationalism. I pressed on him the claims of the 
disciples. They proved to be his salvation, and to-day 
they have no more earnest, intelligent, eloquent and con- 
scientious adyocate than he. If asked to epitomize the 
position of my adopted brethren as I understand ite 
would say they stand: 
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For the Seriptures properly translated. 
For the Scriptures reasonably interpreted. 
For the Seriptures rightly divided. 

For the Scriptures intelligently applied. 

This leads to the following, among other conclusions: 

1. The recognition of the New Testament rather than 
the Old as the rule of faith and action for the sinner and 
saint to-day. This does not question the inspiration of 
the Old Testament; it applies exclusively to applicability. 
It does not honor the Old less, but the New more. 

2, The recognition of the Holy Spirit speaking 
through Christ and his apostles in giving for all time a 
law of pardon for sinners and a law of purity for saints. 
Both sinner and saint being active, not passive, in appro- 
priating the blessing of these laws. The sinner being con- 
victed, the saint being sanctified and comforted, either 
directly or indirectly through their instrumentality. 

3. The normal condition of Christians individually . 
should be one of purity. 

4. The normal condition of Christians collectively 
should be one of unity. 

And growing out of these conclusions, we insist con- 
ditions to-day are very abnormal, both as regards the 
individual Christian, the church and the world, and that 
the time has come, has long been here, when personal and 
corporate effort should be put forth to purify the indi- 
vidual and unify the church with a view in particular of 
carrying out the Great Commission that the whole world 
may be evangelized speedily. Selfishness and schism stand 
in the way of the accomplishment of our divine Lord’s 
parting command. Devotion to human creeds has super- 
seded love for and obedience to the divine Christ. The 
sect instead of the Saviour is served. The darkness of 
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tradition dims the light of the truth. A man’s denomina- 
tion cuts a bigger figure than the world’s salvation. 

The disciples of Christ have come to the kingdom for 
such a time as this, and out of every denomination are 
coming choice spirits who have the burden of the church’s 
unity and mankind’s redemption on their hearts, who are 
sacrificing every other consideration that may govern them 
on the altar of an all-consuming enthusiasm—a passion 
for souls. I have labored among the disciples as a mis-— 
sionary at home and abroad. I have served some of their 
choicest congregations as pastor and evangelist. I have 
found them a delightful fraternity, a splendid brother- 
hood. They have been to my ‘‘virtues a little kind, to my 
faults a little blind.’’ I have found among them a useful 
career in keeping with the best cherished aspirations and 
most deeply formed convictions of my life. I believe that 
they possess the promise and potency of the greatest good 
+o Christendom during the twentieth century, both as or- 
ganizations and as an influence. Strong in its simpheity, 
sublime in its audacity, wide in its vision, deep in its 
convictions, comprehensive in its plans, world-wide in its 
scope, with loyal hearts and willing hands, such Holy 
Spirit inspired movements shall go on conquering and to 
conquer until they place upon their Master’s honored 
brow the worthy crown of a final victory, and purity, 
peace and power shall be the inheritance of his saints, and 
unity and effectiveness shall be the glory of his church, 
and the earth shall be filled with the knowledge of the 
Lord as the waters that cover the sea. 











D. P. SHAFER. 


“WHY | AM WHAT I AM” 


D. P. SHAFER 


In writing concerning what I had to~give up in order 
to be a Christian only, I thought I would relate a little 
of my previous history. 

I was born on a farm near Meadville, Pa., Aug. 1, 
1872. My parents were members of the ‘‘Reformed 
Church,’’ located about one mile from their home. They, 
being of that faith, naturally led me to follow in their 
footsteps. As it is and was the custom to give catechetical 
instruction to the children of Reformed parents, I natu- 
rally took that course. These I took twice. At the end 
of the first course I refused to be confirmed, owing to my 
age. Again, in about four years, I took the instructions, 
and was confirmed at the end of the course, which was in 
April of the following year. I entered into the work of 
the church and Sunday-school, and determined not to 
miss a Lord’s Day, if possible. In the fall of that year 
I was chosen by the Sunday-school as its superintendent. 
This office, as well as being teacher, I held for three years. 
During this period I missed one or two Lord’s Days, and 
that was because of sickness. 

During my three years of Sunday-school work I had 
an intense longing to enter the ministry. Believing that 
the Lord was drawing me, I determined to enter college 
and thus fit myself for that great work. After overcoming 
the opposition that such an undertaking aroused, I en- 
tered Allegheny College. After spending one year in that 


institution, I entered Franklin College, from which I was 
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graduated in 1898. I entered Heidelberg Theological 
Seminary, Tiffin, O., in the fall of 1898, and spent two 
years there. 

During my last year in Franklin College, I met Judge 
A. R. Webber, he being the first disciple of the Restora- 
tion movement that I had met.-.He was the first to give 
me any knowledge of the ‘‘Disciples of Christ.’’ Up to 
this time I had heard of them, but not for what they 
stood. During my stay in Tiffin I attended somewhat the 
Church of Christ. G. H. Sims was then the minister. | 

In my second year in the seminary a great desire grew 
in me to investigate the doctrines of the ‘‘ Heidelberg 
Catechism,’’ to see if they were in harmony with the 
word of God. I not only investigated them, but wanted to 
be sure that I knew what the gospel was that was to be 
preached and what it was to baptize. I heard preaching 
on the subject of baptism by Bro. Sims, and so investi- 
gated for myself to find out who was right. This inves- 
tigation, along with my other studies, kept me very busy, 
and so changed my opinions that I began to argue the op- 
posite to that which I had been taught. After a careful 
investigation of commentaries, dictionaries, histories and 
other eritical works found in the university library, I came 
to the conclusion that immersion was the only Scriptural 
baptism, and that infant sprinkling was not an apostolic 
custom. 

I always believed in Christian union. I could not see 
why there were so many different denominations. I op- 
posed greatly the thought of entering the Reformed min- 
istry, if I had to subscribe to the Heidelberg Catechism 
and preach its doctrines, as each must do who enters the 
ministry of that faith. I knew that it was a barrier to 
Christian union and was not essential to salvation. “The 
more I thought of the position I ceeupied, and of the con- 
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victions of my heart, the more unsettled I became. At 
last I determined to lay all before Bro. Sims, and get all 
the information that I could of the ‘‘Disciples of Christ.’’ 
The reason that I went to him was, I had in the meantime 
investigated the doctrines and practices of the different 
Christian bodies, and found that the only place that I 
belonged was with the ‘‘Disciples of Christ’’ if I had un- 
derstood rightly their teaching. After having had a few 
conferences with him, I believed that I was a Christian - 
only, in heart, if not outwardly. The old teaching that 
it was a sin for one who had been sprinkled to be bap- 
tized was difficult to righten in my mind. I reasoned 
thus: ‘‘If God accepts sprinkling for baptism, then I have 
been baptized.’’ But I could not find where obedience in 
part was obedience at all. 

During this time I had some confidential talks, also, 
with S. M. Cook. So I decided that I would visit him in 
his home in Weston and be baptized. This I did, and in 
June, 1900, I was obedient to my Lord, as I believe his 
Word teaches each to be. I immediately got my letter 
from the Reformed Church and united with the church 
at Tiffin, June, 1900. 3 

What did I give up? I gave up the Heidelberg Cate- 
chism for the creed that needs no revision; a sectarian 
name for the Bible name; unscriptural baptism for Scrip- 
tural; disunion for union; an unsettled conscience for a 
good one. In fact, I did not give up anything that was 
essential, only the non-essentials. 

Of course, in taking the stand that I did, I stepped 
out of the position that my wife, my parents and my wife’s 
parents occupied. I stood alone, as it were, but not alone; 
God was leading me. I shortly baptized my wife. So 
we together stand for the restoration of primitive Chris- 
tianity. 
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How do I feel? I can not tell how happy and peaceful 
my soul has been ever since I became what I am. In 
comparing my former relations with my liberty now, I 
ean only liken it to a man walking in a dense forest with 
only sunlight enough to walk by, but who, in walking, 
suddenly came into the clearing where the sun was shining 
in its full strength. 

Let each read the Word with no preconceived ideas, 
and each will get the ideas of the Word that will help 
to make him one. The reason why there are so many 
divisions in Christendom is because men are following 
imperfect man and following Christ afar off. Come to 
the Word and let Christ lead through it, and the result 
will be no divisions, no denominations, no baptism but 
the one baptism, all one body working to build up one 
kingdom without wasting anything. God speed the day 
when we all may be one. J am one to help bring about 
union. 








A. B. JETT. 


FROM MAN-MADE CREEDS 
TO THE GOD-GIVEN 
CREED 


A. B.. JETT 


The exchange of one thing for another is no sacrifice 
if what is obtained is more valuable than what is given. 
So, in renouncing human creeds and speculations for the 
simple gospel way, I made no sacrifice. However, I did 
lose two things. The first was my prejudice. My early 
training gave me a prejudice against the Christian Church 
—or Campbellite, as I almost always heard it called. My 
father was reared in a community where there were mem- 
bers of the Christian Church who, in their manner of liv: 
ing, fell far short of the perfect Christian life. Their 
preachers, too, were very ignorant men, who preached lit- 
tle save ‘‘water salvation.’’ Under these circumstances 
my father became prejudiced against them, and _ trans- 
mitted that prejudice to me. The second thing which I 
lost was the friendship of many of my associates in de- 
nominational churches. Of course, this counted very little 
with me, for I was convinced that I was doing right. 

As to the causes which led me to make the change, they 
were many. When I first made up my mind to be a 
Christian, I was living with my parents at Newcastle, 
Cal., where there was no church organization except the 
Methodist; so, as I had always been taught that it made 
no difference what church I belonged to, I would get to 


heaven if I lived right, and that they were ‘‘just different 
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roads leading to the same place,’’ etce., ete., I joined the 
M. E. Church. 

Not long after we returned to Missouri, where there 
was an organization of the Cumberland Presbyterian 
Church to which my parents belonged. I saw it would 
please them; and, as I had no very strong convictions in 


favor of or against the M. E.’s or the C. P.’s, I joined 


the Cumberland Presbyterians, and was soon elected 
‘ruling elder,’’? although I lacked the Scriptural quali- 
fications. 

A few years later I was teaching school in a district 
where there were several members of a church organiza- 
tion called ‘‘The Church of Christ in Christian Union.”’ 
These people taught union of God’s people. ‘‘Here,’’ I 
said to myself, ‘‘is just what I’ve been searching for. I 
want to see a union of all of God’s people in one great 
church.’’ So I joined them and was licensed to preach. 
By this time I begdn studying the Bible more thoroughly, 
and the more I studied the more dissatisfied I became with 
my so-called baptism by sprinkling. My dissatisfaction 
was increased by argument and conversation with the fam- 
ily of the young lady to whom I was engaged to be mar- 
ried. My attitude in these arguments was that of the 
Irishman who said he was open to conviction, but he would 
like to see the man who could convince him. I was always 
defeated, although I never admitted it, even to myself. 

At last our wedding-day came, and I went to the town 
ten miles away to get the minister, R. B. Havener, who 
was to marry us. On that ride home he talked with me 
and tried to persuade me to come into the Christian 
Chureh. I did not tell him I would. We were married 
the same evening (Thursday), and on Saturday night he 
preached on the subject of the teachings of the Christian 
Church. This was the removal of the last obstacle, so I 
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made the good confession, and the following morning was 
“buried with Christ in baptism,’’ was received into the 
fellowship of that church at the morning service, and at 
night was formally set apart for the ministry by the lay- 
ing on of the hands of the elders of the church. 

Since then I have been growing stronger in the faith, 
and often wonder how I stayed out so.long. I am heart 
and soul in the work of helping to answer Christ’s prayer 
for the unity of his followers. I made the change for the 
following reasons and many. others that lack of space for- 
bids my naming: 

1. The Church of Christ, or Christian Church, is the 
only organization that takes the Bible alone as its rule of 
faith and practice. 

2. It is the only one that places baptism in its proper 
place in the scheme of redemption; 7. ¢., teaching that it 
is in order to or unto the remission of sins (Acts ii. 38). 

3. It is the only one that admits a candidate to its 
fellowship with full church privilege simply upon his sub- 
scription to the divine creed—‘‘Jesus is the Christ, the 
Son of the living God.’’ 

4. It is the only one that is correct in its teaching in 
regard to the law of Moses and the relation between the 
Old and New Dispensations. 

5. It is the only ‘one that can read any passage in 
God’s word without a mental reservation. 

6. It is the only church whose name is mentioned in 
the word of God. 

7. And last, but not least, it is the only church upon 
whose theory we can all unite. 











JAMES SMALL. 


ibe LOR ORSrOW.+| 
CAME TO CHRIST 


JAMES SMALL 





I have been reading lately in the StanpArD the plain 
but thrilling accounts of how others have been led into the 
light; how the new life began, and how it has grown; how 
they ‘‘fought their way out’’ and fought their way through, 
and upon request I herewith send an account of how I 
came to be a Christian only, and a member of the Church 
of Christ. 

My first realization of religious feelings was ‘“‘when I 
heard my name in mother’s prayers.’’ I was then about 
eight years of age, but it was not until I was twenty-one 
that I had ‘‘an assurance of sins forgiven.”’ 

I was reared a Presbyterian, and studied and learned 
the Shorter and a good part of the Larger Catechism. Some- 
how I got the idea that the joy of religion and the assur- 
ance would come down from above and come to my heart, 
and that I would get peace in answer to prayer. Hence I 
prayed most earnestly, but it seemed to me then, and it 
seems even at this day, not one of those prayers were ever 
answered. At first sight this seems to be rather hard, but 
T am convinced that if God does not overturn natural law 
to answer prayer, he will not overturn the law of faith 
and obedience either. This I wanted him to do, for I did 
not know the Seriptures or what a sinner must do to find 
peace and pardon. It was really a surprise to me when I 
heard W. T. Moore quote the language of Acts ii. 38. I 


did not know such a verse was in the Bible, though I had 
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constantly attended the Presbyterian Church until I was 
then twenty years of age. 

When I was fourteen I left my native home in Ireland 
and came to Liverpool, England, where I served an appren- 
ticeship to the grocery business, and it was in that city L 
heard Bro. Moore. 

He advertised on the street cars where he would preach, 
and what his themes would be, and the advertisement 
caught my eye when pushing my work at 302 Park Road 
in that city. For several years previous to hearing Bro, 
Moore I was greatly concerned about my salvation. TI 
would leave my work for an hour at a time for the ‘‘as- 
surance’’ that I was God’s child. I was very wretched 
over the matter. If any one suffered more over the sub- 
. Ject, I certainly pity them from the bottom of my heart. 
But I could find no help or light. In my distress I called 
one Sunday evening on Rev. Robert Duff (now preaching 
in Belfast), and visited him in his study after the sery- 
ice. I remember I was very earnest in my approach to 
him, and said: ‘‘Sir, I feel I am a sinner, and I have come 
in to ask you how I ean get the forgiveness of my sins.’” 
I had heard him preach many eloquent sermons on the love 
of God, and the death of Jesus, but somehow when I asked 
the question of my own soul, ‘‘How does he say I may be 
saved?’’ (for that was the only question my poor, sinful 
and weary heart wanted solved), I could not tell, 

He said to me, as he took me by the hand: “Young 
man, Jesus has paid the debt; only believe in him and you 
will be saved. Now, will you do it?’? I answered, ‘‘I do 
believe in him, I do trust him. What must I do to be 
saved?’’ ‘You have nothing, young man, to do,’’ he an- 
swered; “it is done. Will you not, can you not, trust 
him?’ TI said I could, and had never doubted him. 
“Then, let us kneel down and pray,’’ he said; and we did, 
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and the fervent prayer over and the good resolution in 
my heart that I would forever trust in Jesus, I left the 
study with a joy in my heart that knew no bounds. (I 
am stating facts, not theories.) I scarcely knew whether 
I was walking or running. I wanted the whole world lifted 
into God’s great arms, while he kissed all their sins and 
sorrows away. I began to confess the step I had taken to 
others (Mr. Duff urged me to do this), and sometimes T 
could see that such a change of heart as I had experienced 
some others did not have, and the response often chilled 
me. 

These happy feelings, to my sorrow, remained with me 
only for about a week. Something came that threw doubts 
on my experience, as to whether it was conversion or not, 
or whether I had been saved or not, and for the life of me 
I could not sustain them. I did everything to keep them 
toned up, but it seemed the ground was taken from under 
my feet. It seemed I had no foundation for my faith. TI 
began to read the life of Christ in the Gospels night and 
day. I had visions of his kindly face and life. I could 
see him heal the sick, cure the lame, give sight to the 
blind, and I could hear him say to others: ‘‘Son, thy sins 
be forgiven thee.’’? But though I could see all this plainly, 
I could not get his “‘Son, thy sins are forgiven thee,’’ for 
my poor heart. Though I had seen the sinfulness of sin, 
and the unspeakable love of Jesus, and though I had east 
myself upon the Son of God as my only hope and defense 
and strength, still the “‘sense of forgiveness’’ was gone, 
and I eould not get it back again. I can not explain in 
words the terrible condition I was in. It seemed to me at 
times I would weep my eyes out if I could know that my 
sins were forgiven. 

Now, it was in this very condition, and about six months 
after I had been in the study of Mr. Duff, that I heard 
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Bro. Moore preach. ‘There was something in the appear- 
ance of the man that inspired confidence, and the sermon 
showed a masterful grip of the Bible that greatly pleased 
me. I was interested from start to finish, and that nighi 
I got a new light on ‘‘ How to read the Bible,’’ which made 
the book as fresh almost as a new book from heaven. I 
was anxious to hear more, and so were two other brothers, 
Joseph and Matthew. His next Sunday evening sermon 
was on “‘What Must a Sinner Do to be Saved?’’ When 
I heard him announce the theme it seemed to me that I 
heard the voice of God saying to me, ‘‘Now, this is a mes- 
sage to you, hear this sermon.’’ I would not have missed 
hearing it for a great deal. 

The message was surely the one I needed. It was a 
clear presentation of an old but interesting theme to me. 
It brought the conviction to.my heart that I had some- 
thing to do to be saved, and have the knowledge that God 
had pardoned my sins. It set me thinking. Bro. Moore 
announced that he would like to see all that were inter- 
ested in the matter of salvation personally on the next 
Wednesday at a certain hall, which he named. I could 
not get away, and I remember well how sorry I was that I 
could not. But I was there again on the following Sunday, 
and heard another sermon which helped me still more. 
Bro. Moore that Lord’s Day announced a Sunday after- 
noon Bible-class, which he was about to organize, and asked 
everybody to become members of it. This was a fine op- 
portunity to ask questions and have them answered. It 
was really my salvation. It was there I placed difficulties 
before the teacher, and it was there I saw my duty in the 
light of the New Testament conversions, and in the light 
of this clear teaching of the man of God. 

It was hard, I remember, for me to see that baptism 
had anything to do with salvation. I remember well re- 
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pudiating the thought, but when I was confronted with 
I. Pet. ili. 21, ‘‘Baptism doth also now save us,’’ I was 
astonished beyond all imagination, for I did not know 
that there was such a verse in the Bible. Now, though 
everything was made clear to me, yet I confess it was not 
easy to yield. It was not hard to forsake sin, for that I 
had already done, but to leave the church in which I had 
been raised, and leave it without consulting father or 
mother, was, I believe, the hardest thing I ever had to do 
in my life. But God in that hour was my help, and I 
believe my guide, as he is of all. I knew well enough the 
preaching and the way were right, and I was seeking in 
all earnestness rest and peace, and I felt sure I would find 
it in doing God’s will and in the way he required. 

Bro. Moore -was soon to go to London to begin work 
there. He announced his last sermon in Alwin Hall, Liv- 
erpool. It was on ‘‘Neglecting the Great Salvation.’’ I 
remember he dwelt on the word, ‘‘We should give the more 
earnest heed to the words we have heard,’’ ete. It seemed 
to me that only the preacher and I were in the room at that 
time. I knew nothing only that I was a sinner and needed 
a Saviour. I did not think of ‘‘ joining church’? or ‘‘mak- 
ing a profession;’’ it was the beginning of a personal ac- 
count and a ledger account with God. 

That night I made up my mind, once and for all, that 
I would be a Christian, and I would let the time I had 
spent in the world suffice. My brothers were in the same 
frame of mind, and, after our confession, we walked three 
miles the same evening to the Fabius Baptist Church, where 
Wwe were, with five others, baptized. It was a happy time 
for us all. Perhaps one will ask if I kept the peace I 
knew that night in my obedience. I surely have. I have 
never since that hour had the thousandth part of a doubi 
about my acceptance in Christ Jesus. No cloud has ever 
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thrown its shadow over that happy experience. Before my 
baptism I lost the peace altogether, and was quite unable 
to realize the sense of pardon, nor was it an occasional 
fear, but a continual fear, that I had. It seems to me 
that since that blest hour my love has lived at the point 
of rapture. Of course, one can not live on the mountain- 
top or just outside heaven, as it were, always. We must 
20 down the hill and do some work in the world, and help 
men as far as we have been helped. 

Vhat advantage, then, has it been to me to commit 
myself to this gospel, this apostolic teaching and plea? 
Much every way. 

It placed me on a safe and happy ground. I remember 
Bro. Moore asking me the question, when we were talking 
on the matter of assurance, ‘Show I knew I had been bap- 
tized.’’ I could not and did not know it, for I had been 
sprinkled when an infant, but I saw it was no act of mine, 
and did not and could not get any blessing or joy out of 
it. But my baptism in 1881 was a free, intelligent act of 
one of Christ’s disciples. 

In thus being baptized of one’s own accord, he avoids 
the difficulty presented by Bro. Moore. No one baptized 
in infaney can ever know that he has fulfilled to the last 
point the Lord’s requirements, and it is certain he can 
never know that he has come to the promise of salvation. 
God’s honored and pledged word for all this time is ‘‘as- 
surance’’ enough for me, and I think it ought to be for all. 
If one ean prove himself to be a Christian by the Serip- 
tures, no sign or impression or feeling should or can ever 
contradict that word. Certainly the man who will take 
God at his word and do his commands, can never be in 
doubt, and this testimony all can have, whereas the ‘‘feel- 
ing’’ or ‘‘impression’’ that others have can only be tes- 
timony to them and not for all. 
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It has made Christ the ‘‘central fact’’ of religion, and 
obedience to his commandments the only test of disciple- 
ship. I remember well in my struggles the idea of faith 
I had. Faith was a set of notions about the atonement or 
the ‘‘decrees.’’ Faith in Jesus Christ as the Son of God 
never appeared to me to be sufficient faith for a poor sin- 
ner. And yet there it was upon the pages of God’s word, 
so that it has been of immense advantage to my soul to 
learn that saving faith is faith in Jesus as Saviour and 
Master, and that faith saves when it constrains us to throw 
ourselves on his merey and surrender ourselves to him in 
baptism. I am fully persuaded that we need to keep on 
as never before, pointing men to the blessed facts of the 
gospel as a basis of faith and the love of Christ, and what 
he has done as motives to repentance. 

It has made me a better worker for the Lord. I have 
now the joy of salvation which I did not have when I was 
in doubt. Then, again, I see much clearer what Paul 
meant in his admonition to young Timothy, ‘‘rightly divid- ° 
ing the word.’’ The leading idea of the Gospels is surely 
to bring us to Christ. The leading idea of ‘‘Acts’’ is tu 
bring us into Christ. The leading idea of the Epistles is 
to teach us to live and work for Christ. The leading idea 
of ‘‘Revelation’’ is to show us the final victory through 
Christ. I knew nothing of a ‘‘division’’ of the Word while 
I was a member of another church. The Book of Job was 
as good a book to tell me how to be saved and have salva- 
tion as any book in the Bible. I did not even see men 
as trees walking, in regard to this important matter. 

The gospel is a simple something that redeems. It is a 
redemption from sin. Its chief end is to show men how to 
get right and keep right with God. It was preached on 
Pentecost and thousands were saved. One sermon was 
preached by Peter again and multitudes were redeemed. 
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One sermon was preached by Philip to the eunuch and he 
heard and was saved. One sermon to Cornelius and he was 
made a Christian, with all those who heard in his house. 
A sermon preached by Paul to Lydia, and she attended to 
the commands of her Jesus, and rejoiced in her Lord with 
all her household. The jailer with his house hears Paul 
preach but one discourse, and rejoices in God with all his 
house. In the house, on the roadside, on the bank of a 
river, those early converts heard of the Redeemer and were 
made glad.the self-same hour. Surely this array of facts. 
ought to convince all that the gospel is something that can 
be understood, so that all may sweetly, gloriously and 


promptly be saved, if this be the desire of the heart. 
Of course, anything the sinner does can not procure 


pardon, the cross was set up for that. Of course, these 
things required of the sinner are not meritorious, they are 
only instrumental; we can only appropriate. 

And then, one last word to the seeker. I am sure if a 
man honestly tries, according to Scriptural direction and 
according to his light, to be right and do right, how great 
soever his failures, he will yet be led into the truth. The 
Lord will not cast him off. ‘‘Blessed are they that hunger 
and thirst after righteousness, for they shall be filled,”’ 
and to abound in the work of the Lord after his surrender 
is life and joy and reward here and forever. 








W. H. BOOK. 


How | Became A CuHrISTIAN ONLY. 


W. H. BOOK. 


When quite a youth, I beeame a member of the sect that 
teaches “He that believeth and is saved shall be baptized; 
and that repentance must come before faith; and that faith 
is a direct gift from God; man, being dead in sin, is unable 
to believe, totally depraved, incapable of having one good 
thought, and, therefore, can not receive the gospel unless 
God sends upon him, in some mysterious, overwhelming, 
irresistible manner, the baptism of the Holy Spirit, which 
makes him capable of believing.’’ 

Furthermore, this religious body, once upon a time, did 
declare, and placed their declaration on paper, in the form 
of a booklet called ‘‘The Philadelphia Confession of Faith,’’ 
to the effect that: ‘‘By the decree of God, for the manifes- 
tation of his glory, some men and angels are predestinated 
or foreordained to eternal life, through Jesus Christ, to the 
praise of his glorious grace; others being left to act in their 
sins to their just condemnation, to the praise of his glorious 
grace. ‘These men and angels thus predestinated and fore- 
ordained are particularly and unchangeably designed, and 
their number so certain and definite that it can not be 
either increased or diminished. . . . Man, by his fall 
into a state of sin, hath wholly lost all ability of will to any 
spiritual good accompanying salvation; so, as a natural 
man, being altogether averse from that good, and dead in 
sin, is not able, by his own strength, to convert himself, or 
prepare himself thereunto.’’ 


I was in my glory when in a theological discussion, and 
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found it an easy matter to defeat Methodists and Presby- 
terians on the action and subject of Christian baptism. 
There was a church in my community who designated them- 
selves as Christians, or ‘‘Disciples of Christ,’’ but whom I 
delighted to eall ‘‘Campbellites.’’ They were with me when 
it came to the action and subject of baptism; but opposed 
to my views as to the design of baptism, communion, oper- 
ation of the Holy Spirit and election. I believed, however, 
that I was a member of the true church, and could trace it 
back to the apostles, and more, to John the Baptist, even 
if it could not be identified by its name; and I was pleased 
when I could provoke an argument with one of these gso- 
ealled ‘‘ Campbellites.’’ 

My texts to prove that baptism is not for the remission 


of sins were these: ‘‘Give all the profits witness, that 
through his name whosoever: believeth in him shal! receive 
remission of sins.’’ ‘‘And put no difference between us 


and them, purifying our hearts by faith.’’ ‘‘That they may 
receive forgiveness of sins, and inheritance among them 


which are sanctified by faith that is in me.’? ‘‘But the 
seripture hath concluded all under sin, that the promise 
might be given to them that believe.’’ ‘‘Therefore 


being justified by faith, we have peace with God through 
our Lord Jesus Christ.’’ ‘‘For God so loved the world, 
that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.’? ‘‘He 
that believeth on the Son hath everlasting life.’”’ ‘The 
blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin.”’ 
My only argument for close communion was: ‘‘I would not 
that ye should have fellowship with devils.’’ 

I had been licensed to preach before I was twenty years 
ot age; but could not baptize, since ‘‘the holy hands’’ had 
not been laid upon my head. I visited a Methodist com- 
munity, where I preached to large and appreciative audi- 
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ences, and it was on this tour that I became somewhat 
unsettled in my views. While preaching I saw the profound 
interest manifested. A thought presented itself: Suppose 
a sinner comes forward to confess Christ, and asks to be 
baptized, what can I do? My church has given me per- 
mission to preach, but not to baptize. The Missionary Bap- 
tist denomination, as you know, puts great emphasis upon 
the doctrine of apostolic succession. I said: ‘‘If I am 
good enough to preach, why am I not good enough to bap- 
tize?’’? And then, my church did not consider baptism 
essential to salvation. Baptism with them was not in order 
to, but because of, the remission of sins. 
When Peter said, ‘‘Repent, and be baptized 

for the remission of sins,’’ he only meant to be baptized 
because their sins had already been forgiven. If baptism 
is because of, it logically follows that repentance must be 
because of, too. Paul says, ‘‘Godly sorrow works out re- 
pentance,’’ and he could not see why a man would be filled 
with sorrow to such an extent that he would repent, and 
all because God for Christ’s sake had forgiven his sins! 
And again, if for means because of, does Christ mean to 
say that he shed his blood for, because men’s sins were for- 
given? And if baptism is not for, or in order to, the re- 
mission of sins, what is it for? The Baptist Church said, 
‘It is the door into the church.’’? I had nowhere in God’s 
word found any testimony to that effect; but, to the con- 
trary, Christ himself claimed to be the door, and if baptism 
is the door, and in order to enter the church man must go 
through the door—if for bad conduct he should be excom- 
municated; but out of the church—he must be rebaptized, 
for he must go out at the door! The Baptist Church be- 
lieves that baptism is essential to church membership; in 
fact, a man can not be admitted into the church without 
baptism. He is even denied a place at the Lord’s table if 
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he has not been baptized by one who has had the hands of 
apostolic succession placed upon him; and in view of these 
facts, I argued that it takes more to make a Baptist, and to 
get into the Baptist Church, than it does to become a Chris- 
tian and get into heaven! 

Saved? Yes. Good enough to sit down with Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob in the kingdom of heaven without baptism, 
but not good enough to sit down at the Lord’s table in the 
Baptist Church without it! Rather inconsistent, to say the 
least, thought the young Baptist preacher. I also remem-— 
bered that no ene in the apostolic age was ever received 
into the church of Christ with a promise of sins forgiven 
who had not been baptized. It was here the conversions as 
recorded in the Acts of the Holy Spirit came up before me. 

First, the Pentecostian Jews were told in answer to their 
question, ‘‘Repent, and be baptized in the name of Jesus 
Christ for the remission of sins; and they that gladly re- 
ceived his word were baptized.”’ We are told that when the 
Samaritans ‘‘believed Philip preaching the things concern- 
ing the kingdom of God, and the name of Jesus Christ, they 
were baptized, both men and women.’’ (Babies were not 
mentioned.) Philip and the eunuch came unto a certain 
water, and the eunuch said: ‘‘See, here is water; what doth 
hinder me to be baptized?’’ Did Philip say, ‘‘ We will have 
your experience’’? ‘‘We will take a vote of the church’’? 
‘‘Have your sins for Christ’s sake been forgiven you?’’? 
“‘Tell us a dream or relate a vision’’? No; he said none of 
these things, and therefore was evidently ‘not a member of 
the Baptist denomination. What did he say? ‘‘If thou be- 
lievest with all thine heart, thou mayest.’’ And the eunuch 
said, ‘‘I believe that Jesus Christ is the Son of God.’? And 
he baptized him. Saul was told to arise and be baptized, 
and wash away his sins, calling on the name of the Lord. 
Cornelius was a devout man, one that feared God with all 
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his house, who gave much alms to the people, and prayed to 
God alway, but was not saved at that time. He had to hear 
words to know what he ought to do. These words embraced 
the command to be baptized in the name of the Lord. Lydia 
attended unto the things that were spoken of Paul, and was 
baptized. Of so much importance did Paul consider bap- 
tism, that Luke says: ‘‘ And he took them the same hour of 
the night, and washed their stripes; and was baptized, he 
and all his, straightway.’’ Of the Corinthians we are told 
that many of them hearing believed, and were baptized. 
The Ephesians, who knew nothing but John’s baptism, 
after hearing the gospel of Jesus Christ, were baptized in 
the name of the Lord Jesus. Paul, speaking to the Romans, 
says: ‘‘But ye have obeyed from the heart that mould of 
doctrine which was delivered you; being then made free 
from sin, ye became the servants of righteousness. ’’ 

What was this mould of doctrine? ‘‘Therefore we were 
buried with him by baptism into death; that like as Christ 
was raised up from the dead by the glory of the Father, so 
should we also walk in newness of life.’? Of the Galatians 
Paul says: ‘‘For as many of you as have been baptized into 
Christ, have put on Christ.’’ All of us believe that salva- 
_ tion is in Christ, but we are told that it is through baptism 
we get into him. Christ says in his commission, ‘‘He that 
believeth and is baptized shall be saved.’’ Notice, ‘‘he’’ 
is at one end of the promise and ‘‘saved’’ at the other. (He 
saved.) Faith and baptism are in the middle. Now, 
if you can get from “‘he’’ to “‘saved’’ without going through 
faith and baptism, go ahead—I prefer to go through. 

Peter tells us that baptism saves. We are told by Luke 
that all the people that heard Him, and the publicans, jus- 
tified God, being baptized with the baptism of John, but the 
Pharisees and lawyers rejected the counsel of God against 
themselves, being not baptized of him. If John’s baptism 
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was of so much importance, what about Christ’s baptism ? 
Jesus himself said, ‘‘Except a man be born of water and of 
the Spirit, he cannot enter the kingdom of God.”’ 

These Seriptures were all the time coming up into my 
mind, and I was forced to the conclusion that if the position 
‘as taught by the New Testament was correct, then I was 
advocating that which is opposed to the New Testament 
Christianity. Naturally I became somewhat shaky as to the 
truth of the doctrines of my church. 

While visiting at my home in New Castle I met an uncle, 
a man well informed in the Seriptures and a member of the 
echureh of Christ. Both being fond of discussion, we were 
soon found in a heated argument over the doctrines of the 
churches. I held that the church was organized by John 
the Baptist; that repentance came before faith; that bap- 
tism was not essential to salvation, and that only those of 
like faith should go to the Lord’s table. My uncle opposed 
all these doctrines, and affirmed that human names were 
sinful; that the church was founded by Christ on the first 
Pentecost after the resurrection, and should be. ealled 
Christ’s church, and that the members should be called 
Christians; that faith comes before baptism—that it would 
be a sin to repent without faith; that faith comes by hear- 
ing, and not by prayer; that baptism, like faith and repent- 
ance, is in order to salvation; and that all Christians have 
a right to the Lord’s table. It was clearly shown that the 
breaking of bread is only a part of communion, and that to 
be strictly close communionists the Baptists must contribute 
of their means, pray, and sing to the exclusion of all others. 
I soon discovered that communion ean not be a church or- 
dinance, since communion was instituted before the church 
was organized ; but that it is an ordinance of Jesus Christ, 
which, being true, it must be controlled by the Christ, and 
not by the church. The arguments were too strong for me, 
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so I got my works of theology, and turned them loose on my 
opponent. But truth is stronger than fiction, and I was not 
long in deciding that my uncle had the truth and I had 
the fiction. 

Then began the greatest struggle of my life. I continued 
to read the Bible, with the view of finding out all I could 
about the old Jerusalem church of Christ. ‘‘Is baptism a 
command of Christ, and for the remission of sins, or is it a 
church ordinance?’’ The Baptist Church said that sinners 
are justified by faith; but the Bible says that faith without. 
works is dead. I was satisfied that baptism is as much a 
command as are faith and repentance, and just as essential. 

How God could deal in non-essentials was too much for 
me. There is just one verse, however, that I could not get 
around when I decided that baptism is a command of the 
Lord Jesus and must be obeyed in order to the promise of 
salvation. This is found in Acts x. 43: ‘‘To him give all the 
prophets witness, that through his name whosoever believeth 
in him shall receive remission of sins.”’ 

‘“‘Tg there any baptism in this promise? Is salvation not 
conditioned upon faith only?’’ But, after reasoning a little, 
T saw that it is through His name. Then the question arose, 
How do we get into His name? A close search of Scripture 
revealed that it is to be through baptism. He commanded 
them to be baptized in the name of the Lord. (Acts x. 47, 
48.) 

The time had come for our association to convene. It 
was to be held in Botetourt County, about twenty-five miles 
from my home. I was poor, and the only way for me to 
get there was by private conveyance, so I at once employed 
two good feet, and started to attend the official gathering 
of the church. I heard some fine addresses and sermons by 
noted men, but not one had scattered the fog that had gath- 
ered around my theological brain. The association decided 
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to educate me, and an offering was then taken for this work. 
They determined to send me to the Baptist College in Rich- 
mond. The association adjourned; I turned my face in the 
direction of home. ‘‘What should I do?’’ was the burning 
question that had to be answered. I was convicted of being 
in a church that did not stand by the teaching of the apos- 
tles; but if I were to change, what would the people think 
and say? And then I was poor, and the so-called ‘‘Camp- 
bellites’’ were poor, too, and, more, did not stand well as 
a church in the community. My denomination was one of 
the. wealthiest in the State; they were ready to educate 
me, and, when educated, would give me a church that. 
would pay a good salary. To go to the ‘‘Campbellites’’ 
meant no education and but little support. Often, while 
walking along, I would make this prayer: ‘‘Lord, make 
me satisfied where I am.’’ ‘‘Lord, make me a Baptist.’’ 
Then I thought, ‘‘Why not go on and get an education, 
and preach just what I believe?’’ But that did not look 
like honesty to me. There was just one honorable thing 
for me to do—change my base; and this I did. One Lord’s 
Day when C. 8. Lueas preached in the Christian Church at 
New Castle, I stepped out from the Baptist denomination 
to be a Christian only, and to give my life to preaching 
New Testament Christianity, and not the doctrines of men. 
I then wrote a letter to my pastor, telling him to use the 
money which had been collected on some one else, for not 
one penny would I have. The Lord has greatly blessed me, 
and in many ways, since I took my stand for the truth. 


WHAT I GAVE UP TO 
ANCIGINE SE = TAPE oP d by ee 


C. MANLY RICE 





When Bro. Lord wrote to me asking me to write an 
article on the above subject, I was impressed with the 
thought that it would be impossible to convey to the mind 
of one unfamiliar with the people I formerly belonged to, 
what a preacher must give up to leave them and accept THE 
PLEA, 

I do not know of a religious organization made up of 
a more thoroughly conscientious membership than are 
the Adventists. At the same time, I do not know of any 
body of people more thoroughly imbued with the spirit of 
sectarianism, or more intensely intolerant toward the views 
of their religious neighbors. 

This applies to the Seventh-day Adventists as well as 
to the Advent Christian Church, to which I belonged; but 
the Seventh-day Adventists are the more evangelistic peo- 
ple of the two bodies. 

Not only do the Adventists believe that all of their pe- 
euliar theories regarding the nature of man are absolutely 
true; but they believe they are the trutH. They consider 
them an essential part of the gospel, and believe that those 
who teach the immortality of the soul and the reward of 
the righteous at death, are blind leaders of the blind: 
false teachers. It may be a surprise to many conscientious 
preachers, in our own brotherhood and in others, to learn 
that many among the Adventists, even including fairly 
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Adventists, both preachers and lay members, are firmly 
convinced that the preachers of other churches are either 
wofully ignorant of the Bible, or else are preaching things 
they do not themselves believe. 

They believe that their theories are so simple and plain, 
so mathematically correct, and so completely and unvary- 
ingly carried out and supported by the whole Bible, that 
it is practically impossible for any one of average intelli- 
gence to study the Scriptures conscientiously and not come 
to the same conclusions they have reached. 

They do not admit that there is even a chance that 
they may be mistaken. They never enter into a discussion 
with the faintest shadow of a thought that there is the 
remotest possibility that they are wrong, or that they may 
be convinced of error. They go into a debate with all the 
assurance that can come from a positive conviction of occu- 
pying an utterly impregnable position. If the other fellow 
js not convinced at the end of the debate, they ascribe it 
to deep-rooted prejudice, to density of intellect, or to in- 
sincerity. 

If one of their ministers leaves them, it must necessarily 
be from bad motives. He is after the loaves and fishes. 
Tle could not have changed his views of Bible teaching; 
that is out of the question! Are not their teachings the 
truth? Tow, then, can he have left for any other reason 
than that he was looking for a larger salary? He is, there- 
fore, a traitor to the truth—a turn-coat. They had thought 
him a good man, but they must have been deceived in him! 

Now, some may think that I have exaggerated in this 
description, but I assure the reader that I have but faith- 
fully mirrored the feelings of the majority of Adventists. 

I was brought up in their views from childhood; I 
preached for them four years, and I know them pretty 
thoroughly. I had their teachings at my tongue’s end. I 
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could quote the passages of Scripture supposed to prove 
these teachings by the hour. Owing to the fact that I was 
considered better educated than a good many of their 
preachers, particularly in the Central States, I was treated 
with a good deal of respect among them—until I fell into 
the errors of the Campbellites. 

I never had any sympathy with the sectarian spirit 
which is so strong among these people. When I first under- 
took the work of the ministry, I vowed to God and to my 
own soul that I would always hold my mind open to con- 
viction; that I would always be ready to put my dearest 
belief to the test of investigation and argument, and that 
the instant I was convinced that the balance of proof was 
against it, I would abandon it and accept the teaching 
which was supported by a preponderance of evidence— 
regardless of what the change might cost. 

Adherence to this principle has led me into strange and 
new regions. It has opened my eyes to see the glorious 
light of a present and never-ending life in Christ Jesus. I 
find a new and sweeter meaning in those wonderful words, 
*“He that liveth and believeth in me shall never die.’’ The 
sting and the victory of death are destroyed now. The 
gloomy pessimism of a materialistic religious philosophy is 
dispelled by the glorious refulgence shining out from the 
glorified face of the Son of God, the conqueror of sin and 
death. Life to me is transfigured, beautified, immortalized; 
death is swallowed up in life. 

I was led to the change in this way. I had for some 
time been getting more and more dissatisfied and out of 
sympathy with the spirit of intense sectarianism, which 
prevails in the councils and in the views of these people, 
and had told my wife that I was going to sit down to a 
systematic study of the Bible to try and discover whether 
there is not some better way. It did not seem possible 
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to me that the plan of God had been laid on such a narrow 
and constricted basis as the Adventists teach. 

I began my studies with an eagerness and a soul-hun- 
gering that it is impossible to describe. Is it necessary to 
add that I found the manna that my soul cried for? 

The Bible opened to me as a new book. I was not study- 
ing to find arguments whereby to bolster up theories al- 
ready inculeated, but searching to find what the finger of 
Jehovah had written for the enlightenment of human ig- 
norance. 

As light came to me, I would go to my wife and read 
the passages to her. Thus we advanced side by side into 
the full liberty of the gospel. Put that word in large cap- 
itals; you can not honor it enough. 

I do not believe that the young man or woman who has 
been brought up to believe in our plea—not our plea, but 
THE PLEA—H1s PLEA— can begin to understand the won- 
drous beauty of the revelation when it burst upon my 
understanding, as the transfiguration scene burst upon the 
vision of the disciples, that God would have all the nations 
of the earth to be one; that one Lord, one faith, one bap- 
tism, one body and one Spirit, as well as one God and 
Father of all, is made possible and available on the easy 
and simple ground of belief in Christ, repentance toward 
Christ, confession of Christ, baptism into Christ, continued 
obedience to Christ, and acknowledgment of no name or 
head but Christ. 

It was to me, and to my wife, as though we had just 
heard the gospel message for the first time. It came to us 
with the freshness and sweetness of a sheltered spring 
in a desert. 

It was another revelation, and an exceedingly pleasant 
as well as surprising one, after teaching these new found 
truths several months independently, to find out that there 
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were several hundred thousand people in the United States 
who were teaching the same wonderful doctrine, and pro- 
mulgating the same glorious plea. 

Not that I was ignorant of the existence of the Disciple 
denomination (as some of our secto-mania infected brethren 
would have us styled), but I regarded them as a narrow, 
intolerant sect of people, arrogant and pretentious, who 
esteemed themselves the only Christians. 

It was through W. P. Shamhart that I was led to a 
proper understanding of the position of the disciples of 
Christ. 

I did not at once drop all of the theories of the Ad- 
ventists regarding the nature of man; but the entering of 
the first burst of light led to the natural unfoldment of 
the whole beautiful and symmetrical fabric of truth. 

I am glad, now, that I had not abandoned all of the 
old theories when I entered the ministry of the restoration 
movement; for the beauty of the plea was intensified to 
me by the fact that these disciples of the Master would 
accept me into fellowship, and admit me to their pulpits, 
simply on the ground that I believed in the only begotten 
Son of God and had committed my life to his rule, and was 
willing and glad to subordinate everything else to the teach- 
ing of the great creed—‘‘Thou art the Christ, the Son of 
the living God.”’ 

Brethren, let me close with an exhortation. If you only 
knew how many there are shut up in the prison-houses of 
sectarianism, who are ignorant of the true teaching and 
purpose of those who delight to be knownh as Christians 
only, and who are hungering and thirsting for this simple 
gospel plan, who would accept the plea as a ray of light 
from heaven, if it were but once properly presented to 
their understandings ; if you knew these things, if you could 
feel for one hour the rapture that this lhberty brings to 
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the soul of one newly emancipated from the toils of sec- 
tarianism, you would fill the coffers of our State and gen- 
eral home missionary societies to overflowing. Evangelists 
and home missionaries would multiply by scores and hun- 
dreds, and the Saviour’s- prayer would be answered in a 
decade, and the world converted in a generation. 

How I have wished, again and again, that some good 
genius would endow me and let me cut loose from every- 
thing else and devote my life to teaching the plea to those 
who are’situated as I was situated. 

Brethren, the Light has been committed to your care; 
prize it, esteem it, or the candlestick will be removed from 
you. 








tT PB. BAUBR: \ 


BACK OF LUTHER TO 
CHRIST 


TPS BAUER 


My father, brother and uncle are Lutheran preachers. 
My early religious training and environments were strictly 
orthodox Lutheran. I had advantages that but few boys 
have. I had a devout, loving mother and a good father, 
who was highly educated. I also had the use of father’s 
very fine, large library, and his help in the study of BAST 
philosophy and the classics. 

Our home was a most beautiful Christian home. Yet 
my mind was always skeptical, and reading books indis- 
criminately as I did, did not help matters any. Even in 
my boyhood days I began to ask questions about the teach- 
ings of the Bible and the teachings of the Lutheran Church. 
The two did not always seem to agree. 

Keep in mind that I knew nothing about the disciples 
of Christ when I was reading and studying my way back 
to Christ. They were to me nothing but one of the de- 
nominations, and a small one at that. I had never seen 
a disciple, never had been in one of their churches, never 
had heard one of their preachers, had never seen one of 
their books or tracts, until I became a student of the 
Tri-State Normal at Angola, Ind. 

F. P. Arthur was then preaching there, and I went 
to hear him a few times; we all liked Bro. Arthur, but I 
had no use for this new doctrine, and father had warned 
me enough against that Campbellite sect. I was still a 
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forty miles away, once a month, to worship in a Lutheran 
church. When I left Angola I forgot all about the dis- 
ciples. In Monroe, Mich., where I was a teacher and prin- 
cipal of the high school for eleven years, there was no 
Chureh of Christ. I knew of none in the county. 

If I seem slow at reaching a conclusion, remember that 
I did not have the help of books or tracts or the STanparp, 
or any Christian brother, to show me the way. I had all 
my early training to overcome. I had to unlearn ecate- 
chisms, creeds and many half-truths. I would not write 
this confession if it were not for the hope of helping some 
poor, struggling soul back to Christ. 

I confess that religion had lost its charms for Tea 
was trying to find hypocrites in the church, and I found 
them. I was looking for sinners in the church, and I found 
them. Sin looks for company. We try to hide our sins 
behind our neighbor. I had- made the great mistake of 
confusing theology, so-called, and religion, man-made creed 
and the Bible. I had lost my bearing. 

The last words my mother ever said to me were: ‘‘I 
have only two things on my heart that make dying hard. 
The thought of leaving father alone. He is old now, and 
needs me so much. And that I will never see you again. 
You are too far gone.’’ When I saw her again she was 
dead. The lips that had so often prayed for me were 
closed forever. As I looked at her, the awfulness of my 
position came over me. I tried to pray, but I had forgotten 
how. Only the words, ‘‘Too late, too late, ye ean not 
enter now,’’ came to me over and over. And then some of 
those guides, Spencer, Huxley, Darwin, that I had tried 
to follow, came to me and whispered, ‘‘ There is no personal 
God.’’ And then their philosophy would mock me in an 
hour when I most needed comfort. Man-made creeds in 
the church had made me lose respect for the word of God. 
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Man-made theories had made me lose the Christ. It is, 
after all, true what Darwin Says—or is it Drummond ?— 
that if we do not use our faculties, they will decay, as the 
eyes of the little fish which have inhabited for centuries 
the lakes of the Mammoth Cave have decayed. They were 
willing to live in darkness, needed no eyes, and nature 
took away the eyes. I had no use for prayer, and— 
Is there a God, and has he taken away from me the power 
to pray? 

I had heard a great lecturer give an illustration on 
the force of habit. He threw a large disk on the sereen. 
This disk, he said, represented the human mind at birth. 
If there were inherited impressions, they were so small 
that they could not now be seen. If we do anything, there 
will be an impression made on the brain, and the oftener 
the act is repeated the deeper will be the impression. To 
illustrate. The disk began to slowly revolve. A boy is 
walking along. He sees a penny on the table. Te longs 
to have the penny. No one is looking, yet something within 
tells him that to take the penny is stealing. There is a 
struggle between right and wrong. Wrong wins. He 
takes the money. No one saw him. But there wag made 
a little impression on hig brain. He is again tempted, 
again he falls. The impression grows deeper. The ratchet 
holds the disk better each time. The boy is lost. He ends 
in prison. We wonder how he fell. We would not wonder 
if we could have seen the working of habit. A great gap 
had been worn into his brain. Nothing on earth can help 
him. Only one help is left for him. God alone ean fill 
up that gap made by sin and ean lift up the ratchet. ‘‘I 
am that boy,’’ I said to myself. ‘‘I have been sinning 
against God. He only can save me.’’ Then I turned to 
God. For the first time in many years did I open the Bible 
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with the right spirit. I was looking for the truth and the 
way, and with the help of God I found it. 

Naturally, the Lutheran Church represented to me the 
one true church. In it I had received my early religious 
training, so now I look for help from it. Father had years 
ago given me a German Bible, and on the fly-leaf he had 
written: ‘‘Study to show thyself approved unto God, a 
workman that needeth not to be ashamed, rightly dividing 
the word of truth.’’ Next to the Bible Luther was the 
one true guide. He was to do the interpreting for me, 
but, unfortunately, I found the following: ‘Such judging 
of doctrine must not be according to our own thoughts, 
or from one’s own wisdom, but there must be a fixed, clear 
rule, according to which to judge; and such rule is the 
word of Christ. This alone is the norm and test, as we 
have often said’’ (Works, 18, 275). If that is the law of 
interpretation, where is there room for- the Nicene Creed 
or the Augsburg Confession, or any other man-made test? 
Again I read: ‘‘Christ takes away from bishops and learned 
men and councils the right of judging concerning doctrine, 
and gives it to every one, and to all Christians in common’”’ 
(Works, 22, 1483). Again he says: ‘‘If you say, “How can 
we know what is God’s word and what is right or wrong?’ 
we must learn this of the pope or councils! Let them de- 
cide what they will, I tell you that you can not in that 
way satisfy your conscience. Your life is at stake and 
you must decide the question for yourself. Until God says 
in your heart, ‘This is God’s word,’ the matter will not 
rest. . . . They quote the saying of Augustine, ‘I 
would not believe the gospel unless the authority of the 
church had moved me thereto!’ and think by this they have 
won But I say, ‘What matters it to me whether Augus- 
tine or Jerome, St. Peter or St. Paul, and what is much 
more, the archangel from heaven, say this? Nothing of 
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all this helps me. J must have God’s word. I will hear 
what God the Lord will say’’ (First Sermon on Gospel, 
138, 230). 

So the councils and learned men of the Roman Catholic 
Church, the pope and bishops had no right to interpret 
the Bible for Luther and his followers; how, then, should 


Luther and his followers have the right to interpret the | 


Bible for all mankind and for all times? ‘‘God’s word 
on Luther’s interpretation will never come to an end!”’ 
If the pope has not the right to interpret, why have the 
framers of the Augustine Confession? Are we not simply 
shifting our position, from pope and councils to -councils 
and creeds? One more thing troubled my mind: Who was 
to interpret these creeds? Luther says the ‘‘Thus saith 
the Lord’’ is to be final. The Lutherans say that Luther’s 
interpretation is final. It is always, ‘‘What does Luther 
say about this or that passage?’’ Then this thought came 
to my mind: The ‘‘mother church’’ has, after all, the best 
of it. She has a life pope; we Lutherans have only a 
dead pope, Luther. 

I always had a great love and admiration for Luther, 
who worked his way out of the Roman Catholic idolatry 
and superstition that was crushing the life and spirituality 
out of the church. He saw the light; he almost grasped it. 
We wonder that he was able to forget so much and make 
so few mistakes. He was truly great! Yet how little did 
he think by indorsing the Augsburg and other confessions 
that he was helping to lay new yokes upon the Christians. 
To him the Bible was the only Book of faith and Christ 
the one teacher. But his followers must have more, they 
must have a man-made confession. If they can not have 
a real live pope, they must have a ‘‘paper pope.’’ The 
great Luther was so near the cross that he needed no popes, 
bishops or man-made creeds, but he allowed himself with 
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the man-made creeds to be placed between the cross and 
his followers and the lost world. ‘‘There is,’’ says Luther, 
““but one article and rule in all theology. He who does 
not have this at heart and observes it well is no theologian. 
This rule is true faith and trust in Christ. Into this 
article all the rest coalesce, and without it the others do 
not exist’’ (Table Talk, 58, 398). ‘‘In my heart there 
dominates but this one article, viz.: faith in my Lord 
Christ, who is the sole beginning, middle and end of all 
my spiritual and divine thoughts that I have day or night’’ 
(Com. Gal., 1, 3). ‘‘Christ,’’ he says, ‘‘is the golden Book, ' 
in which the will of the Father stands before our eyes.’’ 
‘Christ is the Book of Life, wherein thou art written; he 
who hears him and is baptized is written in the Book of 
Life’’ (Erlangen, 18, 207). 

Why, then, these twenty-four articles of the Augsburg 
Confession and the Nicene Creed, the ‘‘Apology’’ by Me- 
Jancthon, the ‘‘Smaleald Articles,’’ the two catechisms by 
Luther and the ‘‘Formula of Conecord’’? Again came the 
thought, ‘‘Paper popes’’ and ‘‘paper councils,’? why do 
we need these? ‘‘Thou art the Son of the living God,’’ 
said Peter, ‘‘And upon this rock I will build my church,’’ 
said Christ. If this Christ was enough to fill the life of 
the great Luther, why not for me? If he only needed this 
Christ, why do I need more? Is God a respecter of per- 
sons? If he only took the word of God as his guide and re- 
jected all popes and their decrees, why should I be foreed 
to take the creeds of my guide? What right has be to 
make me do what he will not himself do? My eyes sud- 
denly opened! I saw Luther in a new light. Luther was, 
after all, a human being liable to make mistakes. He was, 
after all, not infallible. He was still under the shadow of 
Rome. Not yet free from all hig environments. his early 
training and education. THis spirit would have Christ only, 
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his flesh would remain as near to the mother church as 
possible. He asked liberty in matters of religion, and 
would force his opinions upon the world and would eall 
all who would not take these opinions of his as gospel 
truth, heretics! How far he would go is seen in his con- 
troversy with Zwingli. When he even rejected Zwingli’s 
offered hand and repudiated the term ‘‘brethren,’’ and 
closed with the words, ‘‘You have another spirit.’’ 

When my faith in Luther was shaken, and Luther and 
the Lutheran creeds were no longer my sole and only au- 
thorities of Bible interpretation, the Bible became a new 
book to me. I never realized how much my thoughts had 
been controlled by others until now. Through these creeds 
I had had a theory about God, Christ, salvation, ete., and 
made the Bible fit my theory; and if it did not fit, I used 
force. The theory had to come out all right, if every law 
in heaven and earth had to be broken. 

But it seemed strange to me that if God really revealed 
the plan of salvation in.the Bible, why he did not make 
himself clear and that he must have some men come to- 
gether and help him out! But these makers of confessions 
did not seem to make matters any better, if I can read 
history. They seem to have been mistaken about some 
things. They seem still to have left some things unex- 
plained, for we now have revisions of the original con- 
fessions. We even have revisions of the revisions! The 
confessions are interpretations of the Bible, but we need 
interpretations of these interpretations. None of these are - 
inspired. 

Have I a right to let some one do the thinking 
for me? Have I the right to say, and will I be justi- 
fied before God by saying, ‘‘I will let some one read 
the Bible for me, interpret it for me, condense it for 
me, so that I will not have to trouble myself about 
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reading it or studying it?’’ This question also came 
to my mind: Is it right to change any of the ordinances? 
If we have a right to change one, why not all? Who will 
draw the line? How will I justify, ‘‘But though we, or 
an angel from heaven, preach any other gospel unto you 
than that which we have preached unto you, let him be 
aecursed’’ (Gal. i. 8)? I knew that at least one ordinance 
had been changed. I knew that immersion had been 
changed to sprinkling and pouring. I was absolutely sure 
of this, for in my own Lutheran catechism it says, on page 
216: ‘‘In what did this act [baptism] consist ?’’ Answer: 
‘The one to be baptized was first immersed in water, sig- 
nifying death, and then he was drawn out again and was 
dressed with a new dress, as if he now were a different 
new being.’’ Again, on page 208: ‘‘What is baptism ?’’ 
Answer: ‘‘To dip under water.’’ ‘‘Why was this name 
taken to signify the holy act of baptism?’’ Answer: ‘‘Be- 
cause in the warm eastern countries the subject was dipped 
under water three times.’’ ‘‘Do we still baptize in that 
way?’’ ‘‘No; because of the rough climate, the subject 
now is only sprinkled.’’ ‘‘What right did they have to 
change?’’ ‘‘The sacrament of baptism was administered 
in this (first) century without the publie assemblies in 
places appointed and prepared for that purpose, and was 
performed by an immersion of the whole body in the bap- 
tismal font’? (Mosheim’s Eccl. Hist., Part TTS eep-8 28) 
Father had always called Mosheim one of the best church 
historians. To be still more certain, I looked also in the 
histories by Kurz, Lange and others. It would take too 
much time and space to quote them all. Let me say, how- 
ever, that they all agree that immersion was the apostolic 
form of baptism. ; 

There may be an excuse for a person not knowing 
Greek or German. There was no excuse for me about the 
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form of baptism. I had been teaching Greek in a large 
high school. I am a German scholar. I knew that my 
Greek-English lexicon (Liddell and Scott) says baptizo 
means (1) to dip in or under water; of ships, to sink or 
disable them; met., of the crowds who flocked into Jeru- 
salem at the time of the siege; to be drenched; soaked in 
wine; over head and ears in debt; seeing that he was 
being drowned with questions or getting into deep water. 
(2) To draw wine by dipping the cup into the bowl. (3) 
To baptize; to get one’s self baptized. And not a word 
about sprinkling or pouring. I had often heard that the 
New Testament Greek was different from the classic Greek, 
and that in the New Testament Greek it sometimes could 
be translated to sprinkle or pour. I had only one lexicon 
that I could consult, and that was Robinson’s. This gave 
me the same meaning as my classical lexicon. 

I knew that the word ‘‘taufen’’ means to dip under. 
I knew that Luther, in his German translation of the Bible, 
always used the word ‘‘taufen’’ as a translation of bap- 
tizo and its derivations. The significance of this was deeply 
impressed on my mind by a little dialogue that took place 
between Professor Sniff, of Angola, Ind., and myself years 
ago. 

We were sitting on his porch, talking about many 
things, when Bro. Sniff suddenly said to me, ‘‘Theodore, 
what is the German word for baptizo?’’ I was taken com- 
pletely off my guard and answered, ‘‘Taufen.’’ ‘“What does 
that mean?’’ he asked. ‘‘ Why, to dip under deep.’’ ‘‘Does 
it not seem strange to you that Luther should have used 
that word all the way through the Bible as a translation 
of baptizo?’’ Years after I remembered that talk, and it 
helped me much in my struggle. Ever after, when I-heard 


a preacher say, “Ich taufe dich,’’ and then sprinkle a 
@ 
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few drops of water on the infant’s head, I would think 
of Bro, Sniff’s question, and I wondered! 

It now seems strange to me that I did not know the 
reason why this act should after that talk look strange. 
That all the millions and millions of Lutherans and the 
thousands of preachers should never have noticed the un- 
naturalness of the act. The ridiculousness of the whole 
performance! ‘‘T immerse you, I dip you under,’’ says 
the preacher, and sprinkles a few drops of water on the 
infant’s. head. Luther and many Lutheran theologians 
were great Greek scholars. Why should they have made 
that mistake? To leave this caricature in the church? 
And again I saw the great shadow of Rome hanging over 
them, and the Nicene Creed, and the Augsburg Confession, 
and the councils, ete., and I wondered no longer. 

In reading the great histories and studying the creeds 
and the Bible more and more, I found that either the his- 
tories were in the wrong, or there were mistakes in the 
creeds, or the Bible was all wrong. They could not all be 
right, because they would not agree. I had made up my 
mind by this time that the Bible was the one text-book of 
Christianity and that Christianity stands or falls with the 
New Testament. Where there was a question of right 
or wrong as to faith, this text-book was the guide. If I 
can add to or take from it to suit my notion, every one 
else has the same power. I wondered how much there 
would be left of the Book. It would soon lose its power 
if the church had the right to change things to suit the 
times. If I concede this power to the church, then the 
Church of Rome is all right. She is in fact the only legieal 
church, for she has always claimed the right to change the 
ordinances and the form of worship, ete. She is governed 
more by tradition than by the Bible. She has even gone 
so far as to compromise with some of the idolatrous relig- 


BACK OF “LUTHER ‘TO ‘CHRIST. 149 


ions which she tried to win over, as has been clearly shown 
in history. And why should she not if she has a right to 
change? Who will draw the line? 

I had been reading about baptism and was surprised 
.at its simpleness. ‘‘And they both,’’ it says, ‘“went down 
into the water, both Philip and the eunuch; and he bap- 
tized him.’’ With this picture in my mind, I began to 
watch and analyze the Lutheran mode of baptism and com- 
pare it with the Scriptural mode and with the Roman 
Catholic way. I was soon convinced that the Lutherans 
and Roman Cathohes were quite alike, but neither one was 
Scriptural. 

I could find nowhere in the Bible about the use of the 
sign of the cross at baptism. Yet the Lutheran Church 
uses it, so do the Roman Catholies. If it was not a part 
of the ordinance as given by Christ, what right had the 
church to use it? 

I still could not quite divorce the Bible and go-called 
theology. I still at heart was a Lutheran, no matter how 
much I tried to make myself believe to the contrary. The 
Bible would have settled this question for you at once. 
Not so for me. I still thought the churches must have some 
reason for doing as they did. So I followed the old plan 
and read some more church history along that line. I 
found that little by little there was added to the Scriptural 
way until there was about as much resemblance between 
Christian baptism and Roman Catholie and Lutheran 
sprinkling as between the sun and a ball of snow. If some 
one unfamiliar with baptism would read the Bible account 
of baptism, and then see a Lutheran so-called baptism, he 
would no more recognize it than you would your dog after 
it had gone through a threshing-machine. He may come 
a little nearer by calling it a baby show. I will in the 
near future give the whole ceremony. 
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But my trouble had only begun! How does the preacher 
know that the child wishes to be baptized? Why, the 
sponsors answer for the child, I am told. The sponsors? 
Who are they? Why, they are the persons who answer 
for the child, who confess Christ for the child, who prom. 
ise for the child. The preacher solemnly asks the uncon- 
scious, and, if possible, sleeping child, “‘Do you, N—— 





N. , denounce the devil, ete.?’’ and the sponsors answer 
solemnly, ‘‘I do.’? Question upon question is asked until 
the quéstion, ‘‘N——- N——, do you wish to be bap- 


tized?’’ ‘‘TI do,’’ answer the sponsors, and then the dip- 
ping under water by sprinkling a few drops of water on 
the infant! ‘‘It is always understood that the promises 
made by the sponsors were made, not in their own name, 
but in the name of the baptized, and that they became sub- 
sequently responsible”? (Dict. Chris. Ant.). But why these 
sponsors? ‘‘Sponsors should be retained, especially on ac- 
count of the Anabaptists, who pretend that they do not 
know whether they ever were: baptized or not, so that the 
sponsors, especially, as well as others, may bear witness, 
and in the moutn of two or three witnesses every word may 
be established—Deut. xix.’? (Luth. Cyc., p. 454). ‘*But 
are you really baptized?’’ Answer: ‘‘Yes.’’ ‘‘What proof 
have you for this?’’ Answer: ‘‘My baptismal name and 
my sponsors’’ (Luth. Cat., p. 219). 

But what about the Scripture? Have we any right 
or Seriptural ground for sponsors? No; not even the most 
bigoted Lutheran will claim this. But sprinkling, pour- 
ing, infant baptism, the sign of the cross, have been added; 
why not one thing more? Father had often told me that 
although there was no Seripture for it, it was such a beau- 
tiful custom and a most wholesome one! Is that not what 
the Roman Catholic Church says about all its additions 
and corruptions? 
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In my study about sponsors I remembered what my dear 
old mother had once said to me. I came home from col- 
lege and she was helping me to unpack my trunk. ‘‘ Where 
is your baptismal certificate?’’ she asked me. ‘“‘I lost it, 
mother,’’ I said. A very sad expression passed over moth- 
er’s face as she said, “‘Some day you may wonder if you 
are baptized, and then you would like to: have a proof. 
What will you do now? Your sponsors are both dead, and 
we will soon be gone too.’’ How true these words became! 
I no longer knew if I were baptized or not. The only 
proofs I had were dead or lost. 

‘‘Believe and be baptized.’’ I did no longer know if 
T had been baptized; how could I know if I believed? If 
T did not believe, what right did I have to be baptized? If 
I did not know if I were baptized except by the testimony 
of the sponsors, how could I have repented? ‘‘Repent and 
be baptized.’’ The more I reasoned, the more bewildered 
I became. Again I was lost in doubt, and the question 
came to me again and again, ‘‘ Are you a Christian?’’ and 
the answer I do not know. Does infant baptism make me 
a Christian? The Lutheran creed says it does, and again 
it says it does not. ‘‘Who is truly worthy to come to the 
table of the Lord?’’ Answer: ‘‘He who believes the word 
and promises made to him by Christ in the Lord’s Sup- 
per’’ (Luth. Cat., p. 99). ‘‘THow ought baptized children, 
therefore, to be regarded and treated by the church?”’ 
Answer: ‘‘They ought to be recognized as members of the 
household of faith’’ (p. 95). Do they do this? By no 
means. Christians that do not belong to the Lutheran 
Church, open sinners, unbelievers and unconfirmed  chil- 
dren are not allowed to commune with confirmed Lutherans. 
They are all placed in the same class. Infant baptism at 
best must be an incomplete act! But the Lutheran Church 
does not teach this. In another place it says, ‘‘ What bene- 
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fits are conferred upon Christian families through bap- 
tism?’’ Answer: ‘‘Baptism introduces its subject into the 
ehurch, and it assures Christian parents that they and 
their children have become partakers of Christ and of the 
Holy Spirit according to the promise. Proof: ‘For as 
many of you as have been baptized into Christ have put 
on Christ’ ’’ (Luth. Cat.). If infant baptism is right and 
commanded by Christ, why deny the child full Christian 
fellowship until it is confirmed ? 

Why. confirmed? Is there any Scripture for that? 
‘‘Confirmation in the evangelical church, however different 
its conception, is historically an outgrowth of the rite known 
by the same name in the Roman Catholic Church’’ (Luth. 
Cyc:, p. 130).--** What is confirmation?’’ Answer: ‘‘It is 
- neither a sacrament nor an apostolic ordinance, but a rite 
iutroduced by the Christian Church as a ratification of 
infant baptism’’ (Luth. Cat., p. 103). Confirmation is a 
man-made addition, so they themselves say, and yet in 
this same catechism I read under Question 372: ‘‘Can any 
baptized child be released from the obligation to confirm 
its baptismal vow?’’ Answer: ‘‘It can not; because Christ 
will not, and the church dare not, annul the baptismal 
covenant.’’ ‘‘What do those who refuse to confirm their 
baptismal vow become?’’ Answer: ‘‘They become cove- 
nant-breakers, who are declared in Scripture to deserve 
death’’ (p. 382). ‘What do those who sincerely confirm 
and keep their baptismal vows become?’’ Answer: ‘‘ They 
become confessors of Christ, living members of his church, 
and heirs of eternal life’? (Luth. Cat.). Is my memory 
deceiving me, or did I read in Scripture, ‘‘He that believes 
and is baptized is saved’’? 

““Baptism introduces its subject into the church’’ (Luth. 
Cat.). ‘‘It [confirmation] is neither a sacrement nor an 
apostolic ordinance,’’ ete., and yet, if not confirmed, I am 
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a covenant-breaker; I deserve death. This confirmation 
is to make me a “‘living member of the church of Christ.’” 
At baptism I became a member of the church of Christ; 
when did I leave it? Does it now require a man-made 
addition to bring me into the church again, to save me? 
Must man complete what God began? What about the 
children that ‘‘were received into the church by baptism’? ? 
Will they be lost if they die before they are confirmed? 
For, if by confirmation they become members of the church 
of Christ, there must be a time when they are out again. 
Thousands of other questions came to my mind, and it 
will take a goodly number of Lutheran theologians to un- 
mix matters. ‘ 

My belief in infant baptism received another shock. 
Sponsors and confirmations were introduced into the church 
to ‘‘justify infant baptism.’’ The Roman Catholic Chureh 
added a book or two to have Scriptural proof for some of 
its additions. If we can add, why not the Catholics? . It 
seemed to me that it may be best to follow the rules laid 
down in Rey. xxii. 18, 19. 

I was not yet ready to give up the idea that infant bap- 
tism was wrong. ‘‘Who, then, are the proper subjects of 
baptism?’’ Answer: ‘‘Adults and parents who believe in 
Christ, together with their children’? (Luth. Cat.). Will 
God draw the line? Are all children, or only the children 
of believing parents, to be baptized? Is God a respecter 
of persons? Because the parents do not believe, therefore 
the child is not a ‘‘proper subject for baptism.’’? ‘‘He who 
believes and is baptized shall be saved.’’ I looked up the 
household baptisms, and I said to myself, if there were chil- 
dren present and if these children were baptized, which I 
do not know, then the ground that the Lutherans take is 
all right. These parents, becoming members of the body 
of Christ, make their children proper subjects for baptism 
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by Rule 341 of their catechism; but the other children! 
And here comes the Augsburg Confession with these words: 
‘‘That through baptism, grace is offered; that children _ 
ought to be baptized, who, being offered to God by baptism, 
are received into his favor.’’ In Melancthon’s ‘‘ Apology 
of the Confession,’’ we read: ‘‘It is, therefore, a truly 
Christian and necessary practice to baptize children, in 
order that they may become participants of the gospel, and 
of the promised grace and salvation as Christ has com- 
manded.’’ Why not baptize all children, then? Why make 
the salvation of the child dependent on the faith of the 
father or the mother, or both? 

Is every infant that is not baptized lost? Yes and no. 
I can prove both by Lutheran creeds. If the Augsburg 
Confession is the truth, they are all lost. ‘‘We teach that 
since the fall of Adam all men, who are naturally engen- 
dered, are conceived and born in sin; that is, that they all 
are, from their mother’s womb, full of evil desires and 
propensities, and can have by nature no true fear of God, 
no true faith in God; and that this innate disease, or 
original sin, is truly sin, which brings all those under the — 
eternal wrath of God, who are not born again by baptism 
and the Holy Spirit.”’ Here it says ‘‘all,’’ and in’ an _ 
explanation of this ‘‘all,’’ it says it means men, women, 
children and infants. But Lutherans can also see the 
awfulness of this doctrine. They know that there are many 
children who die before they can be baptized; others, whom 
the parents will not have baptized. But to help those who 
wonder, we read: ‘‘We teach that baptism, as the ordinary 
sacrament of initiation, and the means of regeneration, is 
necessary for regeneration and salvation to all without 
exception, even to the children of believers; yet, mean- 
while, that, in case of deprivation or of impossibility, the 
children of Christians may be saved through an extraordi- 
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nary and peculiar divine dispensation; . . . we, there- 
fore, distinguish between infants born within the church 
and without. . . . As to the infants born and dying 
outside of the Christian church, our best theologians differ. 
Some, ¢. g., Calor, Fitch, ete., deny that they are saved 

Others, e. g., Dannhauser, ete., entertain hopes of 
salvation also for them,’’ ete. How they get around the 
““Symbolism’’ where it says, ‘‘He who wishes to be saved, 
must above all things have the only and true Christian 
faith,’’ ete., I have not yet learned. 

I found the more I studied this so-called theology, the 
less I knew about the plan of salvation. I did learn that 
theology (?) must be a wonderful and fearful study. It 
seems to be ready to make a theory come out right, or make 
anything fit the theory or a theory to fit anything. To 
prove infant baptism it was necessary to have original sin, 
infant damnation, every one lost who is not baptized, yet 
when it is impossible to have the infant baptized then it 
is not necessary. Then the children must be divided into 
two great classes, and the children of the Christian parents 
must be baptized and need not if impossible, and the chil- 
dren of the unchristian parents are saved, so say some, 
Some say they are not saved and not lost. Some say they 
are lost. These are all Lutheran theologians, who all-be- 
lieve the Augsburg Confession the only true confession. 
And these creeds make harmony ? 

Just one more matter to show how well the Lutheran 
theologians agree. On page 140 of the Lutheran Catechism - 
we read, ‘‘But in consequence of superstitious notions re- 
specting the efficacy of baptism to wash away sins, the 
practice of immersion was introduced in the third century, 
with various symbolic ceremonies to invest it with more 
mysterious and impressive significance. . . This cor- 
RuPT method of baptism, with other superstitious accompa- 
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niments, became customary for several centuries during 
the Dark Ages; but it gradually fell into disuse and was 
finally discontinued centuries before the Reformation. But 
during this same period, in which the practice of immersion 
and other corrupt doctrines and ceremonies were introduced 
into the Christian church, the earlier apostolic mode of 
baptism by aspersion or sprinkling was still continued, and 
the validity of this mode was never questioned before the 
rise of the Anabaptists of Germany in the sixteenth cen- 
tury.’’ For the benefit of the reader I will say this cate- 
chism is written for children and common people. We have 
something for older minds, This same church teaches that 
up to the thirteenth century threefold immersion was the 
rule, affusion or pouring being the exception, but since 
then pouring gradually, but not universally, took the place 
of immersion in the Roman Catholie Church, while three- 
fold immersion is still the rule in the Greek Church. When 
the Reformation began, baptism was commonly admin- 
istered by pouring and sprinkling, as well as by immer- 
sion. . . . The Lutheran Church has always taught 
that baptism by immersion is a valid baptism’? (Luth. Cyc., 
- p. 42). Still it taught that it is a ‘‘corrupt method.’’ 
Here is at least one case where the Lutheran Church says 
it teaches that corrupt methods are valid! 

I began to wonder what Luther had to say about this 
matter. 

I was now fully convinced that if the church had the 
right to change one ordinance, it had the right to change 
all. If it had the right to add to the word of God one 
thing, it had the right to add more. Why: should any 
denomination, especially the Lutheran, find fault with 
the Roman Catholic Church for having changed the form 
of worship or ordinances, or for having added to the 
Bible as in the case of having seven instead of two sacra- 
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ments. If the Lutherans had a right to add confirmation, 
confession, ete., why not add more? 

I saw by this time that if we have a right to change 
anything, we have a right to change everything. And if 
you analyze the different creeds, you will find that between 
them there is very little in the Bible that has not been 
changed. To be only a Christian, we must obey only 
the Christ. If we wish to obey him, we must do only what 
he has told us to do in the New Testament. If he is the 
Saviour, he told us just what to do to be saved—no more, 
no less. If I add to or take from his testament, he is no 
longer my only Saviour. I make my salvation depend 
upon man’s wisdom. If the Christ has instituted an ordi- 
nance, and by example showed the world how it should 
be observed, there is nothing left for the Christian to do 
but to follow the example of the Master. To this world, 
with its ever-changing customs, with all its pomp and show, 
it may seem strange to carry out the ordinances of Christ 
in the simple way he did. But his way is the way we 
must follow, his words are the words we must obey. He is 
the Lord, we must obey him. We have no right to ques- 
tion. It is ours to obey or to destroy the value of the 
ordinance. 

In studying the Bible and trying to find the way of 
salvation, I came to the scene of the instituting of the 
communion. And taking a loaf, and having given thanks, 
he broke it and gave to them, saying, ‘‘This is that body 
of mine which is given for you: do this in my remem- 
branee,’’ ete. (from the Greek). That is Christ’s way. 
But Christ’s way seems too simple for the man-made- 
ereed church. Let me give you as nearly as possible the 
way the Lutheran Church celebrate (?) communion, the 
eucharist, Lord’s Supper, or sacrament of the altar. 


rs 
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I am taught ‘‘to embrace every opportunity to confess 

my Saviour in the holy Supper, and never deny him by 

_ absenting myself from it.’’ That opportunity comes about 
four times a year. 

I can not be judge of my own worthiness of commun- 
ing. I must first go to the preacher and let him be the 
judge of my worthiness. A day is generally appointed 
for this purpose. In the church to which I belonged (?) 
Friday before the Sunday on which there was to be the 
Lord’s Supper celebrated, was the proper day for that. 
purpose. I would go to the preacher and tell him my 
intentions. After a few questions taken from the cate- 
chism, I would receive his permission. No one will dare 
to commune otherwise! Still this same preacher teaches: 
““Who is,’’ he asks, ‘‘truly worthy to come to the table of 
the Lord?’’ ‘‘He who believes the word and promises 
made to him by Christ in the Lord’s Supper.’’ II. Cor. 
xii. 5: ‘‘Examine yourselves [not be examined by your 
preacher], whether ye be in the faith; prove your own 
selves. Know ye not your own selves, how that Jesus 
Christ is in you, except ye be reprobates’’ (Cat., p. 99). 

On the morning of the day on which I wished to com- 
mune I must go to church an hour earlier than usual to 
the confession. There the sins are confessed ‘‘that we 
receive absolution, or forgiveness through the pastor as 
of God himself, in nowise doubting, but firmly believing 
that our sins are thus forgiven before God in heaven’? 
(Luther in Cat., p...145). “Now you are ready for com- 
munion. Your sins are all forgiven, all but those which 
you may commit during the regular service! Again, 
after a long special service of singing, praying, responses, 
cte., the congregation standing, and after the preacher 
has blessed the bread and wine and has made over them 
the sign of the cross, all is ready for the Lord’s Supper. 
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The old men go to the altar, kneel, and ‘‘the bread is 
laid in the mouth of the communicant, the preacher saying 
over and over the formula of distribution; ‘Jesus said: 
“Take and eat: this is the body of Christ given for 
thee.’’’’’ Then he takes the cup and holds it to the mouth 
of each, and says, ‘‘Take and drink,’’ ete., over and over 
until all have communed. They are dismissed by the sign 
of the cross. The younger men come and commune. Then 
the boys. After all the males have communed, the women 
come. This is the man-made order of communion in the 
Lutheran Church. 

A moment’s reflection will show you the enormity of 
the change that has taken place. Where is it written that 
I must first go to a preacher and receive his permission? 
Where do I’ find that I must first go to ‘‘confession’’? 
Where do I find that the preacher must first forgive my 
sins? Where do I find that the bread and wine must be 
blessed to make them proper ‘‘communion emblems’’? 
Where do I find the sign of the cross with the communion ? 
Where do I find that there must be an altar, ete.? Surely 
it is dangerous to add to the word of God. Where will 
it end? If we begin to add, where will we draw the line? 

All this as to the form. What is the Lord’s Supper to 
the Lutheran? ‘‘The Lord’s Supper, according to the 
words of institution, is constituted of bread and wine as 
the natural elements and of the body and blood of Christ 
as the supernatural element’’ (Luth. Cat., p. 96). ‘‘How 
many kinds of eating and drinking take place in the ob- 
servance of the Lord’s Supper? Two kinds—the natural, 
by partaking of the bread and wine, and the supernatural, 
by partaking of the body and blood of Christ’’ (p. 97). 
“*In the Lord’s Supper, the body and blood of Christ are 
truly present under the form of bread and wine and dis- 
pensed to the communicants’’ (Aug. Conf.). ‘‘The doe- 
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trine concerning this sacrament is derived from Matt. 
xxvi. 26-28; Mark xiv. 22-24; Luke xxi. 19, 20; I. Cor. 
x. 16; xi. 23-25. From these passages, John vi. 53-56, 
must be separated, as the eating there referred to the one 
whick is unto eternal life, while the Lord’s Supper may 
be partaken of to condemnation (I. Cor. xi. 29). The 
ehief question is as to whether the words of institution in 
these passages are to be interpreted literally or figura- 
tively. In favor of the literal interpretation, the Lu- 
theran Church has urged the harmony of the sources, as 
there is scarcely any variation in the words of institution 
which they report. If any other than a literal interpre- 
tation be adopted, it would follow that the New Testa- 
ment contains a doctrine which is nowhere stated in literal 
words. . . . The words of institution also were those 
of a last will and testament. Testators do not employ 
rhetorical, but the most literal and explicit, terms’’ (Luth. 
Cyc., p. 288). 

If I can read English, I am to understand that the 
Lutheran Church believes in and teaches the Roman 
Catholic doctrine of transubstantiation! So I must be- 
lieve that awful doctrine! I must believe that when the 
living Christ said, ‘‘This is my body,’’ his body, or part of 
it, in some mysterious way passed into and became part of 
the bread! So Christ was not speaking in metaphor. 
Christ did not conform to the ways of the East in using 
poetical language! He was a stranger among his own 
people, using a mode of speech new to them, unusual to 
them. When he said, ‘‘I am the vine, ye are the branches. 
Whosoever drinketh of the water of life that I shall give 
him, shal! never thirst, but the water that I shall give him 
shall be in him a well of water, springing up into ever- 
lasting life;’? ‘‘This is that bread which came down 
from heaven;’’ ‘‘I am the door;’’ ‘‘I am the good shep- 
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herd, and know my sheep,’’ he was not using figures of 
speech! To the Lutheran there must be a great mystery 
about everything, so that the so-called theologians have 
something to do! Never use common sense in matters 
of faith! 

But stop! ‘‘We Lutherans do not believe in a real 
changing of the bread and wine into the body and blood 
of Christ. Oh, no, not we! that’s what the Roman Catho- 
lies teach!’’ I quote: ‘‘ Accepting, for these reasons, the 
doctrine of the real presence of the body and blood of 
Christ’’ (Aug. Conf.). Did you not quote all these au- 
thorities, you will say, to prove to me that we must believe 
in the literal presence of the body and blood of Christ? 
That we must not take the figurative meaning. ‘‘That 
argument is for those that follow Zwingli. And now, 
young man, let us show you how we meet the Roman 
Catholics. Now take your lesson in theology and follow 
the wise! Never mind the contradiction. There are but 
few people who ever think.’’ 

Remember, in the face of all this ‘‘strong’’ argument 
for the literal presence, ‘‘Luther and his associates were 
unwilling to accept the explanation of it. made by the 
scholastics, and, since then, by the Roman Catholics, ac- 
cording to which there is a transubstantiation of the bread 
into the body and of the wine into the blood of Christ.’’ 
But why not if these proofs of the real presence are so 
strong? Very quaintly the Prof. Henry E. Jacobs, D.D., 
LL. D., in the Lutheran Cyclopedia, page 288, continues: 
‘“‘For this, they [Luther and his associates] found no 
Seriptural warrant, but, on the contrary, the bread is 
called bread, the wine, wine, after the consecration. The 
cup is not said to be changed into the blood of Christ, but 
only to be ‘a communion of the blood of Christ’ (I. Cor. x. 
16).’’ Verily a house divided against itself! 


oe 
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What, as a Lutheran, am I to believe? It is the real 
body and the blood, says the Augustine Confession. In 
fact, all Lutheran authority says so on the one hand. But 
I am told again, by the same authorities, that it is not the 
real body and blood of Christ, because ‘‘there is found 
no Seriptural warrant for it,” and that it is only ‘‘a com- 
- Munion of the blood of Christ.’ I find myself between 
two fires. I must believe in the literal interpretation, and 
I must not believe in the literal interpretation. 

I was weary and I longed for the truth. I was more 
ready to take the Bible, and the Bible only, for my guide. 
I was done with the Lutheran creeds and confessions and 
interpretations and contradictions and ““mysteries.’’ 

In the meantime I had resigned my principalship and 
went on the road. I happened to come-to a town where 
an old friend of mine, in fact, an old schoolboy of mine, 
was preaching for the Baptists, I told him that I wished 
to be baptized. He was delighted. 

“Tt could not have happened more conveniently if 
we had arranged for this beforehand,’’ he said, ‘‘for we 
have our monthly meeting Friday evening. You can 
then come before the congregation and give your Christian 
experience, and they can vote on you so that you can be 
baptized Sunday.’’ New troubles for me! Church meet- 
ing! ‘‘Voting on me!’’ “Christian experience!’ 

To him: ‘‘Look here, Bro. W , I don’t understand 
you quite right. Did you not tell me just a few minutes 
ago that the Baptist Church ig the only true apostolic 
ehurch ?’’ 

“Why, to -be sure I did. You ean see for yourself. 
‘We have no ereed but the Bible, and only the two ordi- 
nances given by Christ. We use the Bible ag our guide 
as to the forms of procedure, as you will find if you read 
our ‘Chureh Manual’.’? 
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‘““But where do you find that the congregation must 
first vote to see if I am a proper subject for baptism? 
Do not the members then act as my judges, and as such 
do they not usurp Christ’s office? ‘Judge not, that ye be 
not judged.’ ’’ I called to his mind the conversions found 
in Acts, and that there is nothing said there about voting, 
church meetings, ete., : 

““Oh,’-you will rerstand these things later, when 
you have studied the Bible more.’’ 

“But I would like to know now,’’ I said. ‘‘I have 
had many doubts and tr oubles, as you know, with denomi- 
nations and creeds. I want to be a Glen no more, 
no less ’’ 

“This you will be if you are a Baptist.’’ 

‘“‘But I would like to have your Seripture for it now. 
You see, Bro, W——., all I ask is the. Scripture for it. 
That is not asking too much, is it?’’ 

““We have good Scriptural reasons for all we do. Do 
you think that we would allow anything that is not found 
in the Bible? Think of all the great and good Baptist 
theologians. ”’ 

“But I can’t give you any Christian experience now. 
I am not a Christian yet, and as I understand the matter 
it’s impossible to give an experience of anything not ex- 
perienced. I can give you my experience as a sinner 
away from God; I can give you my experience as a teacher; 
I can give you my experience as a Lutheran; but not as 
a Christian, beeause I have never been baptized into 
Christ. If I understand the Bible rightly, I am not a 
Christian until I am baptized. ‘Except a man be born of ° 
water and of the Spirit, he shall by no means enter into 
the kingdom of heaven.’ And again, ‘He that believeth 
and is baptized shall be saved,’ etc.’’ 
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‘‘Oh, you do not understand the Scripture. You are 
a Christian as soon as you repent and have faith in 
Chiast: <: 

‘‘Then, why must I be baptized ?’’ 

‘““You do not understand. Baptism is only an em- 
blem showing to the world your obedience to Christ. But 
you will see all this when you study more.”’ 

I said no more. I knew that if anything in the Bible 
is true and plain, I must be baptized to become a Chris- 
tian. JI made up my mind that it made no difference who 
baptized me, and if the Church of Christ and the Baptist 
Church of Christ were the same, so much the better. If 
not, I would not remain a Baptist. 

I wrote to my wife, who was at Battle Creek, that I 
would be baptized Sunday. She answered by saying that 
if I would, she would also. She wished to be buried with 
me in Christ. 

Here was a new dilemma! It was now Friday after- 
noon. Friday evening was to be the meeting which was 
to vote on my name. How could she be voted in? How 
eould she give her Christian experience? If not, how 

could she be baptized with me on Sunday?. I could not 
tell her all this in time, nor did I wish to, as I had not yet 
found any Scripture for all these things. 

I told Bro. W. about the new troubles that had 
come to me. ‘‘Oh, that’s all right. She is a good Chris- 
tian. Always has been!’’ 

It is well that he could not read my mind, or I would 
not have been baptized. I could not help wondering how 
he knew that she was a good Christian all her life, and if 
he knew this why should she be baptized into Christ? 

Friday evening came and I gave my Christian (?) 
experience. My name was voted on. My wife’s experience 
vas given by proxy. I was happy in the thought that 
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at last I could be baptized. A great happiness and calm 
came to us when we arose from the water. 

Long ago, when I was still a boy, I had promised 
mother that when I would grow up to be a man, I would 
preach. Before she died I promised her again, if I would 
ever believe in Christ again, I would preach. I have 
been trying to keep, my word. 

I told Bro. W. of my plans, and TI look back now to 
that time with great joy. JI saw now the whole Christian 
worth of my friend. He took my case into his hands and 
did all in his power to help me. I will never forget the 
kind words and loving advice he and his friends gave me. 
The letters I received then from some of the Baptist . 
brethren, I still cherish, for they are filled with the great 
power unto God—Christian love. I was offered several 
very good fields, but I felt that I was not yet ready to 
preach. I must know more theology. I must be able to 
make clear some things that were still dark to me. I was 
sure I had a message, but that was simply, ‘‘ Christ is my 
Saviour, and he alone.’’ If I preach for the Baptists, I 
must be able to tell the world why I am a Baptist, and 
why they must become Baptists if they wished to be 
saved. There were many things that the Baptists taught 
that were not plain-to me, for which I could find no Serip- 
ture, but I was told that all would become plain to me after 
more study. So I made up my mind to go to some theo- 
logical school. I went to the University of Chicago. 
Every teacher was very kind to me and I found many 
very good Christians among them. But something was 
wrong. Either I was not far enough along and did not 
understand rightly, or some were teaching Christianity ~ 
with the Christ taken out. I was not yet able to under- 
stand Christ without the miracles; when the virgin birth 
was nothing but a myth; when even the resurrection can be 
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explained (or explained away) by natural laws. It seemed 
to me in my childishness that the gospel was not taught 
there. I could not yet distinguish between the teachings 
of an Ingersoll and these higher (?) critics. Christ is either 
the Son of God or he is an impostor! 

Now, when I look back to that time I see my mistakes. 
I was not yet ready for the University of Chicago. I was 
not yet brave enough. I had to learn to understand the 
true meaning of theology. To have two stories to tell, 
one for the common people, the other for ‘‘us theologians. ’”’ 
To be able to put your words in such a way that no one 
quite knows what you mean. The common people still 
pay the preacher, and it would not do to let them know 
what you really believe; that would be poor theology! 
Give them just enough of the ‘‘old gospel’’ to keep them 
in good humor and enough ‘‘new gospel’’ to make their 
faith waver. This new school is much nearer Ingersoll 
than Paul. Only one thing the great agnostic had in his 
favor, he preached what he believed. 

To me Christ is the Saviour; if he is not, I have no 
hope. I have nothing left. The New Testament is true, 
and what it says of Christ and his gospel is true. If not, 
Christ is not true, his teaching is not true, the Christian 
religion is not true. I again came to a crisis. The Uni- 
versity of Chicago or the real personal Christ, the Saviour. 
T took Christ. 

I may have made a mistake, but remember that I had 
just worked my way out of philosophic hair-splitting and 
scientific materialism. I had just returned to a living, 
loving Christ. A Christ that is. real, who knows our every 
sorrow and trouble, ard who longs to take the wandering 
boy to his heart and whisper, ‘‘Come to me, all ye that are 
weary and heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’’ I, 
for one, was done with the lifeless, impersonal God of 
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science, the God who had become a helpless victim of his 
own creation. The teaching I was receiving at the Uni- 
versity of Chicago was taking me right back to where I 
came from in the name of the Christ whom they are be- 
traying. 

Do not misunderstand me. I have, and had at that 
time, great respect for the higher eritics..~They have done 
much for the better understanding of the Bible. Criticism 
is all right in the right hands. So is dynamite in the 
right hands, and a great power for good. Many have 
also been blown into atoms. So in teaching these theories— 
and no one claims that they are anything else—these great 
and learned men are placing in the hands of very immature 
boys and young men material that is destroying many a 
soul. Higher criticism has its place, so has dynamite. The 
common sense of the matter seeems to me to be that we 
ought to first know what the Bible teaches before we criti- 
cize it. Most of the students did not know any more 
about the Bible than I did. They had read a little in it 
now and then. Had heard a few chapters read by some 
preacher. Had some Sunday-school teacher try to tell 
them what they themselves did not know, or had a theory 
(creed) of what the Bible ought to teach, and if their 
ereed and Bible did not agree, blame the Bible and let 
it go at that. I was teacher enough by training to know 
that it is poor pedagogy to take up high school studies be- 
fore knowing the A, B, C’s of the Bible. I know it would 
be poor sense to build the tower before the foundation. 
That’s the reason we have so many wabbling preachers. 
I made up my mind that if I was going to preach the 
gospel of Jesus Christ, I had better learn to know more 
about him. 

But these brethren are not as bad as they at first seem, 
or as they would like to be. They have only become vie- 
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tims of their own folly. The longing for notoriety has 
made many good men—Christian men—forget themselves. 
I found that the spirit of commercialism had even entered 
the theological seminary of the University of Chicago. 
One must advertise! The people are looking for something 
new. Must have a sensation. The ‘‘gospel as the power 
unto salvation”’’ is too old. Instead of preaching Christ cru- 
ecified, which has always been to Gentiles ‘‘foolishness,”’ 
the preacher must be up to date and preach Christ ‘‘higher 
eriticized’’ out of existence. The professors of some schools 
seem to think they are not doing anything, or the world 
will think that they are not doing anything, if they will 
not see their pictures in some of our papers, and therefore 
they follow the plan that the strenuous Carrie Nation 
did. Or they have a little theory, and straightway they 
spring it on the public. There are always some who have 
not intellect enough, or who are not studious enough, to 
be able to tell a theory from a fact. They give up their 
Saviour and receive nothing in return. 

One thing more helped me to make up my mind that 
I must leave the University of Chicago. I had read years 
ago the works of men like Straus, Renan and others. 
I knew where these teachers of higher criticism got their 
knowledge. It made me smile at their important actions. 
And the way they say, ‘‘We, the foremost scholars of the 
world.’’ Why, they reminded me of an old hen I used 
to have. She would insist on setting on an old doorknob. 
No matter how much I would reason with her, she would 
insist on claiming it as her egg. She would even peck at 
me if I would try to take it away. 

I left the University of Chicago and worked in the 
mission. I marveled at the great faith of some of the men 
and women that are giving their lives to God in the slams 
of the great cities. To see these good men and pure women 
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labor day and night that some might be saved, is ever an 
inspiration to me. I will always have to remember Mrs. 
Clarke, of the Pacific Garden Mission, and Mr. Melvin E. 
Trotter, of Grand Rapids, Mich., and others, with the deep- 
est feeling of gratitude because they taught me how to 
pray, and that every soul is worth saving, even if the owner 
of it was spending his or her life in saloons, opium dens, 
and brothels. It was a wonderful revelation to me of the 
power of prayer to God. I began to examine myself, and 
feund that I did not know how to pray, that I did not 


“pray as a Christian should pray. That I was too much 


engaged in employing truth and not enough engaged in 
prayer. I found that truth alone will only harden men 
in impenitence, and that unless the spirit of prayer. helped, 
there could not be good done. But I also found that 
prayer might be offered forever, by itself, and nothing 
would be done. I learned from my study of the Bible that 
sinners are never converted by direct contact of the Holy 
Spirit, but that truth must be employed as a means. ‘‘To. 
expect,’’ says a great writer, ‘‘the conversion of sinners. : 
by prayer alone, without the employment of truth, is to 
tempt God.’’ I had been relying too much on intellect, 
and not enough on prayer. I had not yet learned that 
God and man must be in harmony, must work together, 
that there is God’s as well as man’s part in the plan of 
salvation, 

While I loved the men and women that were giving 
their lives to the uplifting of the fallen, I could not enter 
the work wth all my heart and soul because I found that, 
in spite of their prayerfulness, they were using more means 
to save men than the Bible tells us to use. They had 
added many man-made devices to ‘‘convert’’ the sinner. 
They had 2dded to or taken from the word of God. Again 
the old question came to my mind: ‘‘Tf I have a right to 


170 BACK OF LUTHER TO .CHRIST. 


add to or take from the Word, where will I draw the 
line? Who will be the one to say when to stop? What 
I may think is necessary, some one else may think unnec- 
essary. How much of the Bible will be left by the time 
we get through with our work?”’ 

I was almost discouraged. I-could no longer work in 
the mission. I began to ask again, ‘‘What is truth?’’ 
But God has ever been kind to me beyond all measure 
by giving me good, true, noble friends. Often before, when 
I had been in doubt about some matters, I would turn to 
Professor Sniff, cf Angcla, for help. So I wrote him, 
telling him as best I could all of my troubles and doubts 
and fears, also my plans, my hopes and longings. I told 
him that I had made up my mind to preach the gospel of 
Jesus Christ. That I had many offers from the Baptist 
brethren to preach. That I had been immersed by a Bap- 
tist preacher, but that I could not quite see my way elear. 

I have the answer to that letter before me now as I am 
writing, and I shall always keep it, for it is one of the 
God-sent messages that lift man up. ‘‘If you are a Bap- 
tist, and think you ought to preach for them, go and 
preach for them,’’ he wrote. ‘‘But if you preach what 
you tell me you believe, you will be tried for heresy within 
six months. . . . You had better come here and talk 
the matter over with me. I will tell Bro. Medbury, our 
pastor, about you. In the meantime read the Bible more, 
study the Bible more, and you will come out all right.’’ 

J went to Angola. Something told me in my heart 
that 1 aad found a Christian only. I was looking for a 
Disciple and was disappointed. Not a word was said about 
joining ‘‘my church.’’ ‘‘Our denomination is the one that 
will help you. All denominations are all right, but I think 
our denomination in your state of mind will be the best 
to join,’’ ete. All he said was, ‘‘Read the Bible and study it, 
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and pray, and you will be all right.’’ He told me [ could 
use his hbrary and come to him for help whenever I would 
need it. He &lso gave me a few books to read. ‘‘On the 
Rock’’ and the ‘‘Life of A. Campbell’’ were the first books 
I ever read written by friends of the great Restoration 
movement. He invited me to enter his classes for Bible 
study, and I am afraid I rather shocked Bro. Medbury 
with some of my answers the first evening I had entered 
his class. I knew he did not ask me any more questions 
for some time. But I did not give up. The more I 
studied, the greater was my surprise. The great truth, 
““Where the Bible speaks, we speak; where the Bible is 
silent, we are silent,’’ became clear to me. Christ is the 
Hlead, his church is the body. There can only be one 
head and one body. It would be a monstrosity to have 
one body and two or more heads, but it would be just 
as monstrous to have two, three, a hundred or more bodies 
and only one head. That if I place anything, a ereed, 
for instance, between me and Christ, I was no longer a 
Christian only. He was no longer my only Lord and 
Saviour. I found that the people that call themselves 
Christians only, and not the only Christians, were all 
striving, like myself, to preach Christ only, and I was 
already a member of the church, so we placed our letter 
with the people at Angola. I had nothing to give up. I 
had nothing to add to my faith in Christ. Not long after 
my uniting with the church at Angola, I preached my first 
sermen, and have been preaching ever since with the help 
of God. 

This is my story. I can not close without thanking 
God that he has given me so many friends, and has made 
it possible for me to meet and love such Christians as 
C. S. Medbury, J. O. Rose, W. T. Brooks, Fairfield, Sniff 
and many others. 











J. S. RAUM: 


HOW I BECAME A CHRIS- 
TIAN ONLY 


J. S. RAUM 


Often have I been urged, by my friends, to make a 
public statement of the reasons why I left the church of 
my earlier choice and became affiliated with the people 
generally known as the disciples of Christ, but, for various 
reasons which it will be needless to state here, I have 
hitherto refrained from doing so, and it is now only with 
the hope that possibly my life-story may help others that 
I venture to relate the wonderful and strange providence 
of God in my young life. 

I was reared in a household of faith, and from the very 
eradle was surrounded with the love and tender care of 
godly parents. Early in life, the desire came to me to spend 
my life in preaching the gospel, and so when only fifteen 
years of age I gave my heart to Christ, made a public 
confession of my faith in him, and united with the Dutch 
Reformed Church, of which my parents and a long line of 
ancestors had been faithful members. An incident oc- 
curred, at the time I appeared before the officers of the 
church to be examined as to my qualification for member- 
ship, which made a lasting impression upon my mind, and 
which I shall never forget. Having been thoroughly 
schooled in the catechism of the Dutch Reformed Church, 
I readily answered all the questions put to me and was 
therefore considered a good candidate for church mem- 
bership. But the same meeting, there.was also another 


man, a druggist by trade, who was less fortunate than I 
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in his efforts to unite with the church. While he believed 
in Christ as his Saviour, he evidently was not so well versed 
in the catechism, and did not seem to know what answer to 
give at the proper time, for, from his answers, it soon 
became evident that he was an Arminian and not a Cal- 
vinist in his views of religion, and-so he was politely in- 
formed that they could not receive him into the fellowship 
of the church at this time, and he was urged to wait awhile, 
and, in the meantime, make a careful study of the catechism 
of the Dutch Reformed Church. On my way home that. 
night, I asked myself again and again what authority these 
men had, and whence they had received it, to enable them 
to receive one candidate for church membership and reject 
another, especially when both showed evidence of sincere 
repentance and both were willing to accept Christ as their 
Saviour. 

Shortly afterward, the way was providentially opened 
so that I could begin my studies for the ministry. Through 
the kind intercession of my friends I was granted a schol- 
arship in Hope College, which school I at onee entered 
with no other purpose than that of giving my life, as 
soon as I should have finished the prescribed course of 
study, to the ministry of the Word in the church of my 
early choice. And it was not until about four years after- 
ward that any doubts arose in my mind in regard to the 
theology of the Reformed Church. I had been reared in 
an atmosphere of strict Calvinism, and in early life had 
mastered the arguments which are commonly urged in 
defense of that system. But about the time which I have 
mentioned, I began to examine for myself the foundations 
of my faith and discover if possible a reason for the hope 
that was within me. And I assure you, dear reader, that 
again and again, in my attempts to bolster up my child- 
hood’s faith, my soul was rent with questions and conelu- 
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sions which I could not answer. Then an event occurred 
which aroused me to the true realization of my position 
as nothing else could have done. 

One very dear to my heart, whose name I need not 
mention here, sat one evening, in my presence, arguing at 
length with my father the Calvinistie theory of election, 
when suddenly he sprang to his feet and said, ‘‘ Well, then, 
if what you say is true, and from my early training I 
have every reason to believe that it is, L need no longer 
worry about my salvation, for if I am to be saved I will 
be saved in spite of myself, and if I am to be damned I 
will be damned in spite of myself.’’ That young man is 
out in the highway of sin to-day, without God and a hope 
in the world, I retired that night with a heavy heart, and 
awoke in the morning with doubt and despair in my soul. 
Without, the birds were gaily singing, and the flowers were 
as beautiful and fragrant as ever, but within my soul 
there was darkness and gloom that day, for the founda- 
tion of my childhood’s faith had erumbled underneath me 
and my plans and hopes for the future had all been swept 
away by the dark waves of doubt as they swept over my 
soul. And although I continued my studies at Hope Col- 
lege for nearly two years longer, it was no more with the 
intention of entering the ministry, for I no longer believed 
the message which the church taught, and which she would 
have me teach others. 

Never shall I forget that period of drifting spiritually, 
when my soul was swept at times by waves of doubt, skep- 
ticism and even infidelity. Those who have never passed 
through such a period of doubt can ever imagine the full 
significance of what I here relate. What would have become 
of me at this time, if God had left me to myself, I know not; 
but this I know, that through it all God was leading me 
into a stronger and a purer faith in his dear Son. Though 
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my soul was swept at times with doubt concerning the 
church as I knew it, and concerning theology in general, 
yet there remained to me even in my darkest moments an 
unchanging faith in Jesus as my personal Saviour. He 
had always been my personal helper, and I knew he would 
not forsake me now. 

Providentially, I think, I was, at this time, invited to 
speak or preach on a certain Sunday evening in the pul- 
pit of the Congregational Church at Hudsonville, Mich. I 
accepted the invitation, and spoke that night on the theme 
“‘Faith in Christ: What It Is and What It Does.’ Just 
what I said, upon that occasion, I do not now remember, 
but this I know, that I emphasized the thought that the 
faith that saves a man in this world and in the life to come 
is not necessarily a faith in creed, dogma and church or- 
ganizations, but rather a personal faith in Jesus as the 
Son of God and Saviour of lost men; which faith will lead 
a man to implicit obedience and makes him heir of won- 
derfully rich and precious promises. 

For reasons which I do not know, the disciples, as they 
were known at Hudsonville, had abandoned their service 
that night, and in a body attended the services at the Con- 
gregational Church. At the close of our service many of 
these people took my hand and said, ‘‘You are a disciple 
and do not know it.’’ Anxious to know as soon as pos- 
sible what I really was, I spent the next day with Bro. 
Sutton, who was at this time ministering to the churches 
of Hudsonville and Georgetown, and, in the course of our 
conversation, it became clear to me that the position held 
by Bro. Sutton and the people which he: represented was 
not only in harmony with many of my own personal views, 
but was also the only logical and Biblical. position upon 
which all believers must ultimately unite if the world is 
ever to believe that God hath sent Jesus into the world 
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to become its Saviour. To admit all these things in my 
own mind was easy, but to publicly take my stand with a 
people who were scarcely known in that part of Michigan, 
and who were looked upon by my friends as a narrow 
sect, was a far more difficult undertaking. For fully two 
months I battled with my own pride and with the tearful 
pleadings of my parents and friends, but, becoming more 
and more convinced that my peace for time and eternity 
was dependent upon the decision I would make, I finally 
determined to be loyal to my convictions at any cost, re- 
turn to Hudsonville to take my stand with Bro. Sutton 
and his good people, and trust God for the future. This 
I accordingly did. I made the good confession the first 
night of a meeting held there at this time by Prof. J. W. 
Humphrey, was baptized according to New Testament 
teaching a few days later, and before that meeting closed 
I was granted an opportunity to preach the gospel to. 
others. From that day to this I have found my sweetest 
joy in preaching the ‘‘old Jerusalem gospel’’ wherever in 
the providence of God I have been permitted to labor. 

This, dear reader, is the simple story of how I was 
led from darkness to light. Did space permit, I might 
specify the reasons why I now am a Christian only, but 
even then they would not differ much from the reasons 
already advanced by others in this same connection, and 
so I shall refrain from doing so. Only permit me to say 
that, by the grace of God, I was unconsciously led through 
labyrinths cf doubt and spiritual darkness to the clear 
sunlight of the gospel of Christ. I thank God to-day for 
his wonderful leading, and shall never cease to be grate- 
ful for the way in which an opportunity was presented 
for one poor,.earnest soul to go out and preach the gospel 
of his dear Son with a mind no longer shackled with the 
chains cf creed and dogma, and untrammeled with forms 
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and customs which the best thought of the world has long 
since outgrown. 
My friends told me, at the time that I took my stand 
with the people with which I am now connected, that I was 
making too great a sacrifice for the sake of conscience. I 
have never believed them, for the Lord in his merey more 
than repaid me doubly for all that I held dear and gave 
up for his blessed cause. From the very day that I fear- 
lessly took my stand for the right, his blessings have never 
failed me, joy and peace unspeakable have filled my soul, 
and above all it has been my glorious privilege to lead 
many a poor, sin-sick, doubting soul into the more perfect 
way. When I stop to consider all that the Lord has done 
for me, I am persuaded that he is making it his business 
to watch over me, his poor, weak disciple, to see that I 
walk safely through this world and stand at last victorious 
in his presence. I expect to see my Saviour after while, 
and perhaps I shall then be able to tell him something of 
what I feel for his saving grace and loving care. He reads 
these lines as I write them, and he knows that they come 
from a heart that honestly loves him, while it does not de- 
serve even one of all the deeds of lovingkindness and tender 
mercy that have marked with blessedness all these happy 
years in his blessed service, 








WM. KRAFT. 


WHAT I GAVE UP TO COME 
TO THE NEW TESTA- 
MENT POSITION 


WM. KRAFT 


I beg the indulgent reader to follow me to a village at 
the foot of the historic Hohenstaufen in Wurttemberg, 
Germany, where I was ushered into being. According to 
the prevailing custom, I was christened when an infant, 
and said to have used my vocal organs to great advantage 
while the ceremony was performed. What was done to 
bring the delinquent to submissiveness can not be stated 
with accuracy. Nothing remarkable in religious develop- 
ment or application to study, either at the village school 
or later on at the academy, can be recorded. 

When fourteen years of age, the catechism being mas- 
tered sufficiently to recite it without a hitch, I was con- 
firmed. The first communion to which I was then admitted 
was very reluctantly accepted, as I did not believe myself 
fitted nor worthy of it, the divine light revealing the 
darkness in the soul. My conscience rebelled against ‘‘eat- 
ing and drinking unworthily,’’ but, necessity compelling the 
measure, my confirmation was completed. And by this 
means I was made a full member of the Lutheran Church. 

Conflicting emotions, doubt and terror doggedly pur- 
sued my every step from that time forward. This relig- 
ious education was supplemented in a Roman Catholic 
village, where I was apprenticed to a blacksmith. 


Not quite in harmony with the ‘‘Zeitgeist,’’? aad be- 
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heving that unless the environments were speedily changed, 
ruin everlasting would surely follow, I resolved on emigra- 
tion. Having completed my allotted service at the smithy, 
at the age of seventeen (in 1870), at the beginning of the 
Franco-Prussian war, I bade adieu to the Fatherland. 
Standing on deck of the ocean..steamer and spying the 
shores of the new country, I registered a vow not ‘‘to 
touch, taste or handle,’’ which I believed an absolute neces- 
sity for success further on. This was my first step toward 
better things. Trials and hardships incident to the ac- 
quiring of language and the changed habits, together with 
some pecuniary loss in the great Chicago fire in 1871, ten- 
dered the unbroken will. ‘‘Whither?’’ was the question. 

My relatives who belonged to the sect called Mennonites 
awakened within me a spirit of inquiry, but certain re- 
ligious practices adhered to by them, proved too much for 
acceptance. In the course of time I became acquainted 
with a religious enterprise known as ‘‘Union Mission 
Band,’’ which operated in the northern part of Indiana, 
R. S. Martin, an evangelist of Chicago, who recently 
cast his lot among the disciples of Christ, being of that 
number. Their zeal was boundless, the songs stirring, the 
influence engendered great, and many were those who pro- 
fessedly found peace at the mourner’s bench, which was 
employed. Troubled beyond expression, and wishing to 
get right with my God, I decided upon trying it also. 

Alas for the disappointment!! try as I might, while I 
got to feeling extraordinarily, I could not feel my sins 
forgiven. Though told by one, ‘‘You’ve got religion; you 
only don’t know it,’’ this served to inerease the uncer- 
tainty. All around me received the ‘‘blessing,’’ and testi- 
fied to being saved through the blood of the Lamb; they 
exulted in liberty, while I continued bound. Something 
was evidently not just right, but what was I to do? 
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Being exhorted not to give up the struggle, and to do 
all I could, I became one of their helpers. I imagined 
myself quite willing to do anything the Lord enjoined, and 
had to learn the meaning of the prophet Jeremiah (xvii. 
10), ‘‘The heart is deceitful above all thing, and desper- 
ately wicked: who can know it2’’ 

While hoping and praying that all might be well and 
that I might see my way clear, I happened to meet a cer- 
tain brother who catechized me sharply about getting re- 
ligion. Being told that religion wag not a thing to be 
gotten, but of practicing and doing the will of God, this 
question was directed to me, “If you did not get relig- 
ion at the mourner’s bench, how then do you know that 
you are'right now?’’ Quick vame the response (I. John 
ill. 14), ‘“Wle know that we have passed from death unto 
life, because we love the brethren.”’ 

“Give Bible proof that the people with whom you are 
now associated in preaching are your Scriptural brethren,’’ 
was the, rejoinder. 

Being unable to produce it, this was cited to me (I. 
John v. 2), ‘‘ ‘By this we know that we love the children 
of God [brethren], when we love God and keep his com- 
mandments.’ Were you ever baptized ?”’ 

“Yes, sir, most certainly—when an infant.?? 

*“Were you then a believer ?’’ 

Seeing the point and drift to which IT was driven, I 
answered rather warmly, ‘‘What we want is not so much 
water baptism, but more Holy Ghost baptism !’’ 

“Tf your faith comes from the word of God, will you 
please give chapter and verse that so affirms?”’ 

Being thus driven to desperation, one more effort to 
escape from utter annihilation was made. 

“‘A drop of water is as good as an ocean!”’ 

*“Give chapter and verse sustaining this assumption, 
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and I believe it too,’’ was the answer; ‘‘for you certainly 


wish to do as the Word enjoins, ‘If any man speak, let him 
speak as the oracles of God.’ ”’ 

Suffice it to say that when. this dialogue was concluded, 
I wished that every passage in which the word ‘‘baptism’’ 
occurred might be forever banished from the Bible. How 
could I undo what my parents had done for me? and would 
it not be absolutely sinful to remove the old landmark? 

About that time, a number of men and women who had 
become interested in the evangelistic services, demanded 
baptism by immersion. Some of them had already been 
christened, and the thought of such (being baptized again) 
was exasperating, and little less then the unpardonable 
sin. Was I not taught to abhor the rebaptizers with all 
the powers of soul, while yet in my native home? My 
whole soul revolted against the procedure. Never having 
seen any one immersed, I went to the appointed place de- 
termined to oppose myself to this unrighteous innovation. 

The day being bright and warm helped to make the 
scene impressive, and when the first candidate was lowered 
into the water and raised again, the conviction, which could 
not be dislodged, fastened itself upon me that this was 
following the footsteps of Jesus. But responded the still 
prejudiced soul, ‘‘This must not be true, for, if true, what 
would become of father and mother, and all good Luther- 
ans?’’ The strtiggle raging within became intense, and my 
brain seemed to reel and totter until, in sheer desperation, 1 
moaned, ‘‘Are you going insane on the subject of relig- 
ion?’’ Holding the Bible in my hands, I said, ‘‘Lord, is 
not this thy revealed will to men?’’ and ealling to mind 
the saying, ‘‘If any of you lack wisdom, let him ask of 
God,’’ I earnestly prayed that God might show me whether 
baptism was essential or non-essential. And placing my 
forefinger upon the opened book, and concluding my prayer 
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for guidance, I read Rom. vi. 4: ‘‘Therefore we are buried 
with him by baptism into death: that like as Christ was 
raised up from the dead by the glory of the Father, even 
so we also should walk in newness of life.’’ 

Angrily I closed the book, for declarations like these 
had caused already much worry and uneasiness. Then this 
soliloquy ensued: ‘‘ What spirit animates-you in thus treat- 
ing God’s holy word, especially after invoking his euid- 
ance?’’ The Bible was once more opened to the passage, 
and the context carefully scanned. And then, O glorious 
light! Christ, the Pattern, the Exemplar, whose footsteps 
poor sinners must follow, was seen as never before, and 
the great commission had a meaning now not perceived 
before, ‘‘He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved.’’ 

Foolish one! this is the sole reason I did not know my 
sins forgiven, or that I was saved, because I did not build 
upon the rock by hearing and doing. Hearkening to the 
sweet invitation, ‘‘Come unto me, all ye that are weary 
and heavy laden,’’ I came for rest to him who opens his 
arms and bids the weary come. And committing myself to 
Him who keeps his own by his power against that day, I 
gave up the things which are of men, that I might possess 
the things which are of God. 

Like the one in the parable who found the pearl of 
great price, I was not loth to communicate the fact to all 
about me. This naturally brought me into conflict with 
the modus operandi pursued in the saving of souls by my 
associates. Good fortune favored me in the friendship of 
‘Wm. Wheeler, a minister well known among the disciples 
in Indiana and Michigan. Through his unwearied kind- 
ness I soon found myself among the people with whom he 
had been affiliated about twenty-five years. 
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PRINCHSS C. LONG. 


HOW | 
BECAME A CHRISTIAN 


PRINCESS C. LONG- 





In complying with your request for my ‘‘experience,”’ 
which to me is a memorable one, let me say as briefly as 
possible: I was born and reared under Methodist doctrine, 
in a Methodist home. My father’s house was one of the 
stopping-places of the preachers, and with these surround- 
ings I do not remember when I first felt the desire to 
become a Christian; but I do remember distinctly. when, at 
the age of ten years, one night after a week’s agonizing 
at the altar, nature asserted herself (as I believe now),.a 
reaction of feeling took place in my overwrought nerves, 
I felt a peacefulness steal over me, and decided that I was 
converted. 

I was very happy for awhile, but it did not last. I 
began to feel that I was not truly converted. The story of 
the next eight years, with its lights and shadows, feeling 
saved one day and lost the next, is a familiar one to many 
who have passed through the same waters. I said nothing 
to any one, of my feelings, but attended services at the 
church all the time, keeping my doubts to myself, and feel- 
ing that in time, maybe, it would come all right. After 
awhile it would be all right again for another period, but 
oh the suffering of those days, when for weeks at a time © 
I felt that even my prayers were not heard, and that, 
for some reason I could not define, I was completely ig- 


nored by the divine Father, 
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Then my reason began to assure me that if religion was 
to keep me so unsettled and unhappy so much of the time, . 
there was something wrong somewhere. At this time there 
eame into my life a great trial, which I need not relate, 
but to bear which I was sorely in need of the comfort 
and consolation that only a true child of God can have, 
and I had it not. At times I grew careless, and felt that 
I would be better off without my religion (I didn’t have 
much, did I?). At others I would listen in vain in ser- 
mon, prayer and testimony of others, for some light, but 
none came. The texts, Scripture reading, Bible-school les- 
sons, and even the reading in our family worship of my 
dear father (God bless him for his Christian character, 
his godly life and his own unbounded faith, the knowledge 
of which kept me from giving up entirely), were nearly 
always from those books in the Bible that are especially 
for Christians. I felt they never applied to me, for 
I was getting further and further away. 

After a few years of this suffering, which was bring- 
ing me nearer and nearer the borderland of skepticism, 
there came one of those turning-points which come into 
all our lives. I accepted a position in the music depart- 
ment of the Tri-State Normal College at Angola, Ind. 
Here I attended occasionally, and for the first time, a 
ehurch known simply as Christian Church. There was no 
such organization in my home town, and all I had ever 
heard of it was that there was one man there who had at 
one time belonged to the ‘‘Campbellite’’ Church (and he 
was not a godly man). F. P. Arthur was the minister 
at Angola, and my first interest was aroused by something 
he said that made me want to read for myself, for I didn’t 
believe it was in the Bible. L. M. Sniff, president of the 
eollege, and Professor Fairfield preached occasionally in 
the surrounding towns, and as much to advertise the school 
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as anything else, I sometimes went with one or the other 
to sing. Those who have heard these men preach, know 
‘that I heard some pretty strong doctrine, and I heard it 
every time. And so, under the preaching of these three 
men, and the helpful influence of the many Christian lives 
with which I came in contact, especially Mrs. Sniff and 
‘*Aunt Lucie’’ (how many of those who have gone out 
from Angola are better men and women on account of 
these two women), I began to see that religion was not a 
condition of one’s feelings. There was something for me 
to do, for which Christ would claim me as his child. 

When that truth fully dawned upon me, I think there 
was enough Methodist enthusiasm left in me that I wanted 
to shout. I had not realized until then that religion was 
a growth, a development of life that is never-ending. . I 
had felt that when one became a Christian, he reached a 
certain high standing or plane of life at one miraculous 
bound, and remained there, and I thought more of the 
“‘wrath of God’’ than his great love and mercy. 

I would not that any one should think Iam decrying 
Methodism. There are and have been too many brave, true, 
strong souls whose lives have been blessings to the world, 
for me or any one else to do so; I am simply stating facts 
in my own life, and though I take all the blame to myself, 
yet the facts exist. My father did not oppose my uniting 
with the Christian Church, but it deeply grieved him that 
I should leave the mother church, and become one of a 
body of which so little was known (as was then the case 
in that part of Ohio). It was hard for me to tell him 
that I did not feel that I had been baptized, and that I 
could not believe in and adopt human creeds; my brothers 
and sisters looked askance at me, and so, to be sure that 
I was not acting on emotion, I waited awhile before mak- 
ing the change. In fact, it was after I married Mr. Long, 
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who had been a rember of the Christian Church for years, 
that I made the confession and was baptized by Isaac 
Reynolds, at North Middletown, Ky. What it meant to 
me, only those who have wandered in doubt, and then 
found the light, can know. My heart was ready for the 
truth and received it gladly. I want to devote my life 
~ to Him, and I feel that I have lost so much time that the 
most I can do in the years left me, is such a little offering, 
In times of sorrow and affliction, he never fails me. I 
realize my own weakness and ignorance. There are SO 
many things I ean not understand, but ‘‘I know whom I 
have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to keep 
that which I have committed to him against that day.’”? 








TT. H. ADAMS. 


WHY I AM 
A CHRISTIAN ONLY 


T. H. ADAMS 


It was not my good fortune to come in contact with 
the disciples of Jesus Christ until I became pastor: of the 
Shawnee Protestant Methodist Church. I had heard of 
them frequently, but my prejudice had been thoroughly 
established by the rumors that had reached me of these 
*“Campbellites,’? as the ignorant public was accustomed 
‘to speak of them. When I did meet them it was with 
mingled feelings of curiosity and suspicion. I had heard 
such tales of their ability in proselytizing, that I was de- 
termined they should not find sufficient ‘‘bait’’ to hook me. 

My relationship with the Christian Church of this 
mining town was of the most pleasant character. They 
were a friendly lot of people. This threw their pastor 
and myself much in each other’s way. My son, who had 
been educated for the Methodist Church, and who I hoped 
was to fill his mother’s cup and mine to running over 
with joy, by his spending his strength and energy in ad- 
vancing the cause of Methodism, was asked one day to ae- 
company the “‘Disciple’’ preacher, and sing for him during 
a meeting. This he did, and while away, he embraced the 
gospel, and was baptized. When he came home, and ad- 
vised us of what he had done, I am glad now, we gave him 
a parents’ blessing, and urged him to continue in the path 
he had chosen, if he was fully convinced it was the path 
Christ had mapped out for him. This he did. He went 


as minister to the Christian Church at Corning, O., and 
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for awhile satisfied himself to thoroughly equip his mind 
with the fundamentals of the old Jerusalem gospel. 

After some little time, he turned his attention to his 
parents, whom he was strongly of the opinion were in 
bondage. His letters that came to hand every week were 
made to sparkle with the joy that he expressed as pro- 
ceeding from the step he had taken. This, of course, made 
our hearts glad. Our only boy, whom we had carefully 
watched over, and kept from the wolf. Such items of sue- 
cess and happiness he experienced gave us great joy. Still 
I was looking at the gospel with Methodist spectacles on, 
and could not see why men could so dishonor their ances- 
tors by forsaking the church they had been brought up in. 

I suppose my meager replies to his oft-repeated hints 
on the subject that lay near his heart, viz.: my conver- 
sion to the Scriptures, as laid down by the apostles, made 
him resolve to give me a good broadsider. And one morn- 
ing I received the following letter: 


DEAREST FatHER:—The only apology I have to offer 
for this letter, is my deep, deep affection for you, and my 
longing desire to open your eyes to the hght of the gos- 
pel. I am conscious of your devotion to your work, and 
spiritual convictions, as far as they go. But there are 
many things connected with your church relationships that 
I am convinced you have never taken time, in your en- 
thusiasm, to sift to the foundation. I am satisfied, if you 
will but give the questions I submit to you, the thought 
you are capable of giving them, the result, as far as I am 
concerned, will be most gratifying. 

1. Who is the founder of Methodism? If John Wes- 
ley, it can not be Jesus Christ. (Matt. xvi. 18; I. Cor. 
dbl) 

2. Where can you find a Methodist church~-in the 
Bible? 

3. Or where ever in all God’s administrations did it 
resemble the Methodist Church? 
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4. Where is your Scriptural authority for ‘‘breaking 
bread’’ once a quarter? 

5. Where is your authority for the mourner’s-bench 
system of conversion ? 

6. Where do the Scriptures teach a sinner to pray tor 
his salvation ? 

7. Where does the Scripture teach anxious souls to go 
away ‘‘seeking’’? What do you expect them to seek? 
Jesus? Then, tell me where he has gone. Does the Scrip- 
ture not tell us that ‘‘JESus came to seek and save the 
lost,’’ not that the lost is to seek the Saviour? 

8. Why do you sprinkle infants? Can they fulfill the 
requirements of Scripture? (Mark xvi. 16.) 

$9. Can you find a Scripture that suggests that God, 
Jesus Christ or the apostles ever commanded water to be 
sprinkled on a person in order to bring them into either 
the visible or invisible church ? 

10. In giving his commission in the twenty-eighth 
chapter of Matthew, did Jesus use the word baptizo or 
rantizo? If baptizo, why do you not dip your people? If 
rantizo, you are right! 

11. Was the church, as Methodists teach, instituted in 
the days of ABEL? If so it was established under the law of 
Moses, and not as described in Heb. x. 9. It was estab- 
lished before the foundation was tried (I. Cor. iii. 10, 11), 
and before Christ became the head of the church (Eph. 
xvili. 1-23). It was established before Christ became King. 
(John vi. 15.) It did-not have.a eross. (J. Cor. xv. 1-4.) 
Before the Holy Spirit was given, and therefore had no 
life! (John vii. 38, 39.) 

12. Where is the Scripture for the probationary 
system ? 

13. Where is your Seripture for your conferences? 

14. Where is the Scripture for your offices and names 
of officers in the Methodist Church ? 

15. Where has God promised to baptize people with the 
Holy Ghost and with fire, as prayed for in the Methodist 
Church ? 

These are but a few of the many questions that pre- 
sent themselves to my mind. But possibly these will suf- 
fice for the present. If Methodism is Scriptural, you can 
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reconcile these things by bringing God’s word to back you 
up! If not, the system is wrong, and ought to be aban- 
doned. Will you, dear father, search the Scriptures? 
And while you are doing so, remember my prayers are 
going up to God for light to be given you. 


Your AFFECTIONATE SON. 


At first, the temptation ried’ to overcome me that the 
letter was more a demonstration of zeal than of knowl- 
edge. Yet there was an appeal in it that took hold on 
me. And I read it again and again. 

The day following the receipt of this letter, I was out 
making some pastoral calls, and met a man who, although 
a drunkard, and reckoned among the most notorious sin- 
ners in the town, was a fairly well-educated man. I had 
been anxious about his salvation for a long time, and 
when we met, I urged him to come to the services the 
following Lord’s Day. As we parted I asked him when he 
was going to decide to become a Christian! We replied, 
‘“When I know how!’’ Then, of course, I went to work 
like a good Methodist would, to urge him to kneel down 
and pray God to save him, and take away his sin. 

He replied, ‘‘Mr. Adams, I can not find that way in 
the Bible.’ I said, “‘You can not?’’ He replied, ‘‘No, 
sir, I ean not.’’ It then suddenly dawned upon my mind 
that I had never seen a passage of Scripture to substan- 
tiate this order of things. ‘‘No, sir, I can not find where 
Jesus Christ or the apostles ever asked a sinner to pray 
for his salvation!’’ And I confess that had he asked me 
to produce Scriptural proof for the ground I occupied, I 
would have been embarrassed a thousand times more than 
I was. 

We parted. He went on his way, and I wended my 
way back to my study. There lay my son’s letter, and 
there was the very question (6). This aroused me to a 
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diligent search, and for four months I had a battle. I 
tried to reconcile the truth to Methodism, and in every 
conceivable way tried to make the system I was propound- 
ing come out on top! But, alas! the more I tried to bring 
Scripture to substantiate the doctrines and government 
of the Methodist Church, the further I got entangled, 
until I had to acknowledge, first, to God, that I was in 
error, and asked him to lead and direct me in the path 
that would bring the greatest amount of glory to himself. 
Second, to my wife, who had been cradled like myself in 
the Methodist Church. The news was a blow to us both. 
For we loved our church associations, All our earthly 
relatives were Methodists. The furniture that we were 
then using belonged to the church, and having five girls, 
and the prospects of ‘‘getting up’’ and going out without 
a chair to sit on, or a bed to lie down on, was a serious 
matter indeed to us! Of course, the devil magnified these 
difficulties, until they looked like mountains, the tops of 
which were almost out of sight! 

At last I said: ‘‘Well, wife, what do you think is the 
best course to pursue? I can not go on like this. I can 
not sprinkle any more babies, or adults. I can not ask 
another man to the mourner’s bench! I do not believe 
the church was organized until Pentecost! I must break 
bread every Lord’s Day! And these things, with a hun- 
dred others attached, have made me feel we are surely 
off the gospel line. My baptism and yours is not Serip- 
tural, and therefore personally I am determined to be 
buried with our Lord by baptism into his death.’’ 

She replied: ‘‘So we must.’’ And she continued: ‘Tet 
us take up our cross, and follow Jesus, not only on dry 
land, but into the water. And if we are compelled to 
sleep in a barn, and eat our food off a soap-box, we shall 
have the smile of God and the consciousness to know we 
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have followed him.’’ And then she repeated these beau- 
tiful lines: 


“Must Jesus bear the cross alone 
And all the world go free? 

No! There’s a cross for every one, 
And there’s a cross for me. 


“Must I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fought to win the prize 
And sailed o’er bloody seas?” 


Then we knelt down together, and sang the last verse: 


“Sure I must fight if I would win; 
Increase my courage, Lord; 

I'll] bear the cross, endure the pain, 
Supported by my Lord.” 


True to his promise, our heavenly Father supplied 
our needs out of his riches in glory by Christ Jesus. It 
did not take us long to step out upon the promises of 
God. I communicated with my son, and asked him to 
appoint an early date for my baptism. The crowd was 
immense that memorable evening, in the Christian Church, 
and as my son led me down into the baptismal waters, the 
audience was bathed in tears. Tongue fails to describe the 
joy of that hour. The cross has been heavy many times, 
yet we have learned: 


“His cross is not greater than his grace; 
The cloud can no: hide his blessed face.” 


Not long afterwards our son baptized his mother, and 
uow all but one (the youngest) have been ‘‘baptized into 
his death.’’ The old adage says, ‘‘ ’Tis not the taste of 
the medicine, but the hidden virtue, that does you good.’’ 
Crosses have not been losses to us. But they have been 
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stepping helpmetes to a higher platform of usefulness for 
God and the souls of our fellow-men. The only regret I 
have is, that the ‘‘glad, good news’’ did not reach us 
sooner. 

The greatest difficulty that menaces my pathway is the 
undoing of the fascinating humanitarian inventions that 
fastened themselves on me in my earlier days. Yetete 
this end, the brethren in the ministry have helped me 
much, and I owe a debt of gratitude to many of them for 
their tuition and desires to help me in being a “‘ Christian 
only.’’ To none more am I indebted than to J. V. Updike, 
that good old war-horse and sectarian slayer. Tis sermons, 
and personal patience while I traveled with him as his 
leader of song, gave me a knowledge of discipleship that 


oS? oS 


possibly I could not otherwise have gained. 
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IRA BILLMAN. 


FROM BONDAGE TO 
LIBERTY 


InA BILLMAN 





My story is brief. I was born near the village of West — 
Carlisle, O. With less than a hundred inhabitants, it con- 
tained four weak churches—a Presbyterian, Methodist, 
Lutheran and Baptist. So, from my youth up, I had the 
largest opportunity for the study of sectarianism. With 
an income that would have been barely adequate for one, 
to be divided among so many, social and religious jealous- 
ies were rampant. It requires no special gift of memory 
to recall frequent exhibitions of bitterness growing out of 
slightest provocation. 

Mingled with the earliest recollections of life, I came 
to despise the unseemly rancor of denominationalism, and 
firmly resolved, when I should become a minister, to help 
in its overthrow. Thus, while a mere lad, I gave myself 
to memorizing the Scriptures, as the best preparation for 
a successful ministry. In this way I grew familiar with 
the Word, and became especially interested in John’s Gos- 
pel. On entering the ministry, I thus made it a matter 
of first duty, everywhere, to preach on the unity of all 
Hod’s people. The result was different from what I had 
fondly hoped. The message was received with indiffer- 
ence. And this was among the most liberal of the sects. 
Looking back on life with all the ‘‘sweetness and light”’ 
at my command, I have no recollection of ever having 
preached the unity of all God's. people, as essential to the 


conversion of the world, without giving a measure of of- 
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fense, tu a part at least, of my congregation, which usually 
resulted in stirring up more or less strife. The explana- 
tion is, denominationalism sniffs a foe in the air. It is 
not slow to realize that if the great movement succeeds, 
it must die. Self-defense is the first law of sectarianism. 
At length, simply to come in contact with it, beeame so 
distasteful, that it led to the idea of abandoning the min- 
istry. Still, I continued preaching for the love of preach- 
ing, supplying vacant pulpits and haunting groves and 
schoolhouses as apportunity afforded. 
About this time, an event transpired that was to revo- 
Jutionize my whole life. One Sunday, the Methodist min- 
ister in Yale, Mich., was taken suddenly ill. At the last 
moment, I was called on to supply his pulpit. Being al- 
ways ready on the seventeenth chapter of John, and not 
having time for preparation, it occurred to me to use my 
favorite text. This I did, with the purpose in’ mind to see 
if it were possible that the prayer of Christ could be 
preached anywhere in his world, without danger that the 
bottom should fall out of the universe. But alas for the 
result! Hardly waiting for the benediction, my audience 
made for the door, with but two exceptions. Bro. and 
Sister Menery, whom as yet I had not learned to know, 
came to my rescue. Taking me by the hand, they inquired 
if I knew where I belonged? From appearances, I said it 
was quite sure I did not. Their reply was, ‘‘You preach 
just like our ministers; you belong to us. We are disci- 
ples only.”’ This assurance given, they proposed supply- 
ing me with reading-matter; and right promptly there 
came to hand several copies of the Guide and Old Faith, in 
New Light. It only required a brief time to instruct me 
in the way of the Lord more perfectly. As compared with 
the old theologians, the simplicity of the gospel struck me 
for the first time in my life, No longer quailing before 
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the Goliath of denominationalism, a new world suddenly 
swung into view. Again and again, I said, as some new 
light flashed on my mind: ‘‘Oh that 1 had the means to 
put in the hands of every minister in Christendom a copy | 
of some such book as ‘The Christian System’!’’ Let us!" 
not be too sure of the dissemination of this ight. Millions 
yet have never heard the Word. ' 

Immediately I. obeyed the gospel and went to preach- 
ing the Word, my motto being that of every Christian: 


Who obeys not in all.” 
“He obeys not at all, 


As thus apprehended, the gospel is truly the dynamite of 
God unto salvation to every one who believeth. 

As yet I have made no mention of ‘‘things given up”’ 
to become a Christian only. This is not without purpose. 
But now, what did I give up in becoming a disciple? 
Surely there is nothing more to be prized than ‘‘honor, 
love, and troops of friends.’’ I say it with deep feeling: 
nowhere on earth is there to be found a warmer, truer 
brotherhood than among the disciples. And so every way. 
I must say that, in becoming a Christian only, I have 
given up absolutely nothing that was worth having, and 
gained all things. The words of Peter here obtain, ‘*Mas- 
ter, we have given up all things to become thy disciples. 
What shall we have, therefore?’’ But what in reality did 
he give up? Only a few old fish-nets, and nights of toil 
on the sea taking nothing. When the question of my 
change is thus mentioned, I feel rather so enriched as to 
acknowledge an everlasting debt of gratitude to the great 
souls who fathered the mighty movement that is ours 
to-day. Other strong men have labored, and we have en- 
tered into their labors, else we had perished by the way. 
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An interesting incident here obtains, On an important 
vucasion, a number of brethren were discusing their pos- 
sible destinies, had there been no union movement. To 
the question, ‘‘ Where would you have gone in that event?’’ 
one said, ‘‘My parents were Baptists, and upon the whole 
they are a good people, and so in all probability I might 
have found my home among them.’’ Another expresed 
similar views of the Methodists. And so, the conversation 
took the rounds of the assembly. At last, some one having 
noticed that President Burgess had taken no part in the 
discussion, inquired of him, ‘‘And where would you have 
gone?’’ With characteristic promptness he replied, ‘‘I 
would have gone to the devil.’’ What did I give up to 
become a Christian only? Nothing but a lot of old theo- 
logical rubbish that was beine fast thrown overboard to 
keep my bark above the waves. 








J. F. ALLEN. 


HOW | BECAME 
SIMPLY A CHRISTIAN 


jo FALLEN 





My first religious instruction at public services was 
received at a Baptist Sunday-school. From twelve to 
nearly eighteen, I never went regularly to any church. 
But what little preaching I heard on Sunday evenings, or 
at protracted meeting, during my twelfth to eighteenth 
years, impressed me very much with the hopelessness of 
a Christless life. 

The method of admission to the kingdom of Christ was 
an enigma to me. I listened to Methodist, United Breth- 
ren, and the preacher in a Church of God, in Mt. Pleas- 
ant, Pa. And their preaching, to my mind, all breathed 
the same spirit—a call to repentance and faith. (1 do 
not remember ever-hearing a sermon on baptism until I 
preached it myself, when I was twenty-four years of age; 
and I quoted the Methodist Bishop Merrill almost entirely 
in that sermon.) But each of these churches had a 
‘“mourner’s bench,’’ and, illy informed as I was, I could 
not see how any one could find Christ there, the way they 
worked it. The preachers said there was no virtue in the 
““bench,’’ that it was ‘‘merely a matter of form.’’ And 
from sixteen to eighteen I strove in revival seasons, if Tey 
was present at a meeting, to become a Christian and dodge 
the ‘‘matter of form.’? But the preachers and church- 
members that talked to me, told me that if I had set my 
heart against the mourner’s bench, that God was not likely 


to bless me anywhere else. And while this sounded rea- 
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sonable, I could not take the step; so, to evade the 
‘‘bench,’’ I went to the home of the Methodist preacher 
one hot September afternoon, when there was no revival 
meeting (the preacher was W. W. Hall, Ford City, Pa., 
now of Arch Street, Allegheny, Pa.), and told him I 
wanted to find Christ. He brought his father-in-law intc 
the parlor, and they talked and prayed with me. Before 
leaving, I told him I wanted to be baptized in the river. He 
said: ‘‘John, you go home and study this out. It is not 
necessary to be immersed. And, besides, I couldn’t. I have 
never done it.’? Then he gave me a little pamphlet on 
baptism and told me that would set me straight. I read 
it, and it did not satisfy me; but some of the brethren 
said if admission to Christ’s kingdom depended upon im- 
mersion, there would be millions of good Methodists and 
other church-members go to hell. I thought so, too, And 
finally concluded to take chances with the rest of them, and 
was sprinkled. 

I had a good common school education at this time, and 
was saving my money to go to school. Soon after, I went 
to Lebanon, O., to school for two years, then taught two 
years, and went again to school at Baltimore, Md. Dur- 
ing my school days at Lebanon, I was leensed as a Meth- 
odist preacher, and preached whenever, wherever and for 
whomever the opportunity offered. After about seven years 
in the ministry, my health broke down. But I had learned 
several things about the machinery of the Methodist con- 
ference that convinced me that a man was practically 
compelled to submit to the ‘‘Holy Ghost and us’’ proceed- 
ings of the annual and general conference, even ‘if it 
didn’t conform to apostolic practices. My inward econ- 
viction that immersion was the only baptism continued 
with me; but for policy’s sake I preached sprinkling. And 
while I used the mourner’s bench in the first part of a 
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protracted meeting, I always did my best before the meet- 
ing closed, to have the people unite with the ehurch on 
profession of faith. But this seemed to confuse the peo- 
ple, and it generally embarrassed me to have two ways 
into the kingdom, especially when I plead with intelligent, 
clear-headed people. When pressed for a reason for taking 
people on probation, I quoted Paul’s advice to Timothy 
in regard to the ordination of elders. And though it did 
not often satisfy, it generally brought the candidate to 
submit to the ruling of the church. 

Another thing that made me rebel against the machine, 
was the fact that in their course of study comprising about 
fifty books, we were never examined on the Bible alone. I 
soon learned, however, that if we had preached on the life 
of Wesley, history of Methodism or the theory of some 
reputed standard author on Methodist theology, who was 
making the preachers pay for his book, because he was 
‘‘next’’ the powers that be: until these subjects were ex- 
Ihausted, we were allowed to preach the Bible as long as we 
interpreted it according to Methodist ruling. 

However, I resigned during my sickness and went 
West. While in Denver, Col., in 1900, I dropped into a 
mission one evening that was conducted by a man who 
had resigned some position in the university at a large 
salary, to preach the gospel on the strength of the gospel. 
I admired the conviction of the man, but, after hearing 
him a few times, I felt as though he had better staid at 
the university. . But his action in going independent, ap- 
pealed to me, though I didn’t have the courage to do it 
myself for over two years. 

After a few months in the Rockies, I came back to 
Lima, 0., and went into business, and was rapidly losing 
my respect for all churches. During this time, I wrote 
a warm friend, who was then, presiding elder in the 
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West Virginia Methodist Conference, and told him my 
views on a Bible church, and told him I thought I would 
start one. He wrote back and said if I did, the devil 
would be in it in six months as big as it was in the Meth- 
odist. 

Before going West, I had the opportunity of hearing 
I. N. Thayer, of Newcastle (Pa.) ‘‘Disciple Church,’’ on 
three or four occasions, and I decided that was the church 
that preached the views I held. So, I got my letter of 
dismissal from the Methodist to the Disciple, determined 
if I ever landed where there was a church of that name, to 
join it. However, I lived for two years in Lima, within 
two squares of the Church of Christ where G. H. Sims now 
preaches, and did not know that it was the church called 
‘‘Disciples of Christ.’’ 

During my business career the conviction that I should 
become a Bible preacher caused me no little thought; but 
I could think of no denomination that would let me do 
so, untrammeled. 

I closed up my business and attended the Moody Bible 
Institute in Chicago, a few days. On my return, I gave 
my name to the Congregational Church and went to La 
Crosse, Ind., for two Sundays, where a new Congregational 
church had been organized. They called me to become 
their minister; but I couldn’t think that was the place 
for me. I went back to Lima, and was almost immediately 
called to Terre Haute, Ind., to hold a meeting for the 
Congregational Church there. This was in February, 
1903, I secured the help of a singing evangelist, W. TT. 
Houghton, a Baptist; and went to Terre Haute. While 
there, we were invited to dine at the home of a family 
who belonged to the Christian Church. When we were 
waiting for dinner, I picked up a copy of the CurisTian 
Stanparp that was lying on a center-table, and that par- 
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ticular issue had in it some of the very things I wanted to 
teach in my Bible church. After dinner there was a 
spirited debate between the hostess and my singer, about 
certain Bible teaching. I listened and said little. This . 
lady helped us in the music, but we could not persuade 
her to unite with the church. (I can not recall her name, 
but if this is published the Terre Haute people will re- 
member.) Yet this woman convinced me by her talk that 
my church was in existence somewhere. 

Now, up to this time my idea of a Bible church, this 
lady’s explanation of first principles, the splendid views 
I saw in that copy of the STanparp, and the fact that I 
had never deposited my letter anywhere, together with the 
glimmering hope that perhaps I would find my burch 
yet, unsettled my plans regarding the church in which 
I was holding the meeting. So I declined a very urgent 
and unanimous call to become the minister of that church: 
and went home more confused than ever. 

Together with these things, I had a friend in business 
in Lima, who frequently talked of one C. R. Scoville, who 
had baptized him at a meeting in, I think, Butler, Ind., 
some years ago. This friend drifted to Ohio before he was 
firmly established in the cause, and when I discovered the 
nature of his experience I urged him into the Christian 
(New Light) Church. But neither he nor I knew at that 
time that the Churches of Christ in Lima were preaching 
the doctrine of Scoville. 

Another warm friend of mine was a prominent Meth- 
odist preacher in Lima, whom I had assisted in a meet- 
ing in the fall of 1902; he has since gone to New York. 
On my return from Terre Haute we had a heart-to-heart 
talk I told him my secret longing for a Bible church, and 
also told him for the first time that my church letter was 
to the Disciples of Christ. He said: ‘‘Why, that is the 
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church where Bros. Brundige and Sims preach. — Allen, 
go anywhere but there. It is the meanest, narrowest, two- 
by-four crowd you ever saw. They don’t know anything 
but baptism, baptism.’’ That day’s work came very nearly 
severing our friendship. 

I went and heard Bro. Sims, who was holding a meet- 
ing at the time, and he happened to be on First Principles. 
Then I took my wife to hear this ‘‘Campbellite.’’ So I 
found my church where they said I could preach the Bible, 
and we would go by what it said. 

In the meantime my friend, who had started under Bro. 
Scoville, was brought into the fold. Bro. Sims baptized 
myself and wife, and the next Lord’s Day I was preach- 
ing for the ‘‘Disciples of Christ.’’ 

So far as the Methodists are concerned, I do not cherish 
any antipathy for them as Methodists. Their eyes, like 
mine were, are holden by a long season of sectarian teach- 
ing. Most of my relations and friends are Methodists, and 
the best I can hope to do is to show them the ‘‘better 
way.’”’ 








le 


EDGRAVE 


R 


Cc 


C 


THE EVOLUTION OF A 
CHRISTIAN 


C. C. REDGRAVE 


‘An honest tale speeds best when plainly told,’’ there- — 
fore simple shall be my story. 

Eight years ago, while serving as pastor of the Con- 
gregational Church at Wapping, Conn., my mind was 
much exercised concerning the closer fellowship between 
the Methodists of the town and my own congregation. My 
failure to enlist the sympathy and co-operation of the 
parties concerned, served only to emphasize the sinfulness 
of division. About this time I chanced to read the notice 
of a book entitled ‘‘Some American Evils and Their Rem- 
edy,’’ by G. F. Hall, Decatur, Ill. The lecture, the last 
in the book, on the ‘‘Evils of Denominationalism,’’ con- 
tained a brief but comprehensive reference to the people 
called ‘‘Christian,’’ and their advocacy of union on the 
basis of apostolic teaching and practice. 

It is impossible to adequately portray the thrill of soul 
which I experienced, as, for the first time, I contemplated 
the proposition to ignore the uninspired deliberations of 
the centuries, and stand upon the original ground occu- 
pied by inspired apostles. How profound, yet how simple! 
How original, and yet how readily accepted by the sin- 
cere and devout student of the Scriptures! I unhesita- 
tingly accepted the proposition, without a second thought 
as to the dire havoc such a concession would inflict upon 
my pet theories, inherited from books and taught from the 


professorial chair. 
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With no little impatience, I waited for more informa- 
tion concerning this new way. Meanwhile, what a pro- 
foundly entrancing vision opened up to my enraptured 
gaze! More than a million people intent upon restoring 
the apostole church in all its essential elements! Where 
had I been living, what had I been reading, that I should 
be utterly ignorant of a movement so unique in its posi- 
tion, and so phenomenally successful? Martin Luther, 
John Calvin, John Wesley, were names of familiar and 
pleasing sound. But Alexander Campbeil, who was he? 
A contemporary, so to speak, the inaugurator, so the lee- 
ture told me, of one of the most remarkable movements of 
the ages, and I, a total stranger to it all! 

And then the literature sent to me by Bro. Hall. 
Papers and tracts galore! ‘‘Our Position,’’ by Errett; 
‘Campaigning for Christ,’’ by Coombs, and the weekly 
visits of the CHRISTIAN STANDARD, with its repast of things 
new and old from the divine storehouse. I read, I eagerly 
devoured every scrap sent me. Indeed, I ate so much and 
so fast that my intellectual digestive organs were clogged 
with the surfeit, and with the old moorings in part shat- 
tered and my theology on the verge, as it then seemed 
to me, of complete wreckage, I called a halt. 

‘“Go slow!’’ something seemed to say to me. ‘‘These 
good men of the Congregational Church are not all or 
altogether wrong.’’ So I awaited a more deliberate study 
of the subject. Sickness and death in the family, and my 
removal to a new field of labor, further delayed my de- 

cision. The subject, however, was not altogether absent 
from my mind. The ‘‘mode of baptism’’ was the ghost 
that would not down, and, specter-like, it haunted me con- 
tinually. Yet good men and holy have been satisfied with 
‘“sprinkling,’’ and the scholars who defend that ‘‘mode’’ 
are able and sincere. I was still being fed with a de- 
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nominational spoon, with a Congregational flavor to the 
soup. ‘‘Aftter all, it is the life that tells. If God accepts 
a Quaker, what more can he say who is baptized, whether 
the ‘mode’ be sprinkling or immersing? How dare I say 
he shall not be received into Congregational Church fel- 
lowship? ‘Liberty of the individual in the interpretation 
of Seripture.’ ’’ 

So I continued for about two years, little dreaming 
how soon this position was to be discarded. It was. Chil- 
dren’s Day, a great event in the little church of Morris, 
Conn., nestled amid the everlasting hills far-famed for 
beauty and salubrity of clime. The people packed the 
house. The appropriate sermon had been delivered, and 
now I stood before a semi-circle of mothers and fathers 
whose little ones, five or six in number, they had brought 
to be ‘‘baptized.’’ Approaching the last ‘‘candidate,’’ a 
boy of six years, large and sturdy for his age, I dipped my 
fingers into the bowl of water and reached out my hand 
in the act of placing it upon the little fellow’s head, when 
he suddenly drew back. I drew nearer, when he lifted 
his chubby fists in opposition to my persistence, and finally 
took a backward refuge between his father’s legs. I was 
thoroughly abashed and disconcerted. The condition of 
my audience can be better imagined than described, With 
dry fingers extended toward the retreating ‘‘candidate,’’ 
with profound relief I repeated the formula, ‘‘I baptize 
thee in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of 
the Holy Ghost.’’ In my study that afternoon I resolved 
I would never again ‘‘baptize’’ an unwilling candidate. 
I had yet to learn the utter impossibility of Scriptural 
‘‘baptism’’ in such a ease. 

With my New Testament open before me, I vowed to 
abide by its teaching and example as to baptizing children, 
The ‘‘Acts of Apostles,’’ then being studied in the Sun- 
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day-school, was carefully read, but in vain was the search 
for any example of ‘‘infant baptism.’’ The Epistles did 
not improve the situation, but rather deepened my dif- 
ficulty and embarrassment by leaving me ‘‘buried’’ in 
water when I came to Rom. vi. 4 and Col. 11. 12. 

At this juncture I closed my Bible, for the present at 
Ieast, and turned my attention to the testimony of pedo- 
baptist writers, many of whose books were on my library 
shelves. 

I took down ‘‘Pauline Theology,’’ by Stevens, of Yale 
University, and on pages 334 and 335 read the follow- 
ing: ‘‘It is not probable that the baptism of infant chil- 
dren was practiced in Paul’s time. . . . Moreover, the 
fact that Paul designates children as ‘holy,’ not in con- 
sequence of a sacred rite, but solely by virtue of their 
Christian parentage, indirectly testifies against the ex- 
istence of infant baptism in his time.’’ 

So Dean Alford, in loco, whose strong words made a 
deep impression. Says he: ‘‘The language of the Bible is 
against them. . . . The New Testament does not give a 
single expression which implies that infants were bap- 
tized.’’? I had several lives of Christ, as Farrar, Geikie, 
Edersheim, and all admitted that Jesus was immersed in 
the river Jordan. Incidentally, beside ‘‘baptism,’’ other 
matters received elucidation by this appeal to independent 
scholarship. J. A. Beet, the Methodist, one of the fore- 
most scholars in England, thus comments on I. Cor. xii. 
13: ‘‘Baptism was commanded by Christ, and thus made a 
condition of salvation indispensable in all ordinary eases. 
There was therefore no way to the blessings of the gospel 
except through baptism, and Paul could correctly say 
(Tit. 11. 5). that God saved his people through the laver 
of the new birth; and Ananias (Acts xxii. 16) could say, 
‘‘Have thyself baptized and wash away thy sins.’’ 
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This I found was but an echo of what John Wesley 
had said many years before: ‘‘Baptism administered to | 
real penitents is a means of pardon. Nor did God ordi- | 
narily, in the primitive church, bestow pardon on any, 
unless through this means’’ (Notes on New Testament, 
p. 350). 

It would be interesting, did space permit, to follow the 
rays of light as they streamed in upon my soul, finally 
converging into a glorious effulgence, as one by one the 
‘‘neculiarities’’ of the people called ‘‘Christian,’’ received 
hearty endorsement from the great lights of the denomina- 
tions, whose teaching was strangely out of joint with their 
practice. Suffice it to say, that ‘‘infant sprinkling, with 
all infantile imbecility,’’ together with other unscriptural 
protoplasms, ‘‘immediately expired.’’ I said to my wife 
that I had done with compulsory baptism forever, and if 
Jesus was immersed, so I would be. The ‘‘Rubicon’’ had 
been crossed. The nearest church of apostolic order was 
sixty miles distant. But Jesus walked that distance to 
the Jordan; surely I could ride. So to the little congre- 
gation of Christians at Springfield, Mass., I took my jour- 
ney. After two weeks of earnest study with Dr. Detchon, 
one of the pastors of the church, I was immersed upon 
the confession of my faith in Christ as the Messiah, the 
Son of the living God. How beautifully significant to me 
was this ‘‘burial service’? of my dedication to God! My 
return to the little church on the hills was attended by 
much internal conflict. I was sincere in my belief, but 
should I preach my convictions? Why not serve the Lord 
in this new way secretly? Impossible! Saul was soon 
discovered to be among the prophets. I was ‘‘advertised 
by my loving friends’’—the Baptists; it ‘“leaked out.’’ 

My attendance at the National Convention Ofaine 
Churches of Christ at Indianapolis was indeed a ‘‘going 
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up to Jerusalem’’ to my soul. And the advice I there 
received from the ‘‘elders’’ spoke volumes for the disin- 
terestedness and evident sincerity of the brotherhood, and 
made a profound and favorable impression on my soul. 
‘Bro. Redgrave, go back to your congregation, Frankly, 
lovingly preach as you believe. Stay in the Congrega- 
_ tional Church as long as you can. We are not seeking to 
add to our numbers by drawing out of other ecommunions. 
Rather, we would increase, among them, Christians of 
apostolic type and training. We wish the leaven to re- 
main till the ‘old’ becomes ‘new.’ Stay where you are as 
long as you can.’’ So the councillors: at my ‘‘new Jeru- 
salem’’ advised, so I decided. 
Charity began at my home, and it was not long before 
_ another ‘‘Aquila and Priscilla’’ united to each others 
“‘the way of the Lord more perfectly.’? The well-known 
liberality’ of the Congregational Church accorded me much 
liberty in the promulgation of my belief, and statements 
regarding the name ‘‘Christian’’ as par excellence the 
name; the birthday of the church on Pentecost; the equal- 
ity and universal priesthood of believers, not to speak 
of more, were readily accepted. The tug of war came 
when I refused to allow other views sincerely held by my 
brother, to have the right of way with my own, so as 
to permit a non-believer in “baptism,’’ equally with 
““sprinklers’’ and ““immersionists,’’ to belong to the same 
church. There was no objection to my belief in immer- 
sion, but why should I refuse to sprinkle water on the 
head of a child whose Christian parents honestly believed 
that way? ‘‘Narrow,”’ ‘“pedantie,”’ “‘dicisive,’? were epi- 
thets frequently applied to my position. <A climax was 
reached when I would not consent to the sprinkling of in- 
fants on the approaching Children’s Day. exercises, and 
in May, 1887, I resigned my pulpit. The Same month T 
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took membership with the congregation worshiping at 
Decatur, Ill., being weleomed with the ‘‘right hand of fel- 
lowship’’ by my friend, George F. Hall, with whom I 
was later associated as co-pastor in his Tabernacle work at 
Decatur, Ill. 

A year ago, while on a lecture trip to tie Mast, Dr. 
Davenport, of the Congregational Church, Waterbury, 
Conn., asked me how I liked being a ‘‘Christian.’”’? I re- 
plied, ‘‘Much better than being a ‘Congregationalist.’ ’’ 

Oh, the joy of being a ‘‘Christian’’ only, of wearing a 
name God-given, or at least divinely sanctioned, a name 
in which we may ‘‘glorify God!’’ 

“Oh, the satisfaction of a creed, divine in origin, un- 
changeable in form and substance, adequate to the soul’s 
need, and unifying in its tendency. And those only who 
have lived in the valley, amid the mists of man-made 
‘“‘modes’’ and ‘‘forms’’ and ‘‘faiths,’’ ean fully realize the 
blessedness of this Bible heritage, with its unbecloudea 
vision from mountain peak. And not infrequently to have 
been as one “‘born out of due time,’’ to have struggled 
from ‘‘darkness to light,’’ brings with it a compensating 
sense of freedom, gratitude and appreciation which in- 
sures a zeal more nearly adequate to the need of a great 
reform; and ‘‘once I was blind, but now I see,’ gives 
added force to a consecrated ministry. : 

“What have I given up?’’ Rather, it should be, ‘‘What 
have I taken up’’ in becoming a ‘‘Christian only’’? Ab- 
solute certainty for probability or doubt, as to the creed I 
accept, the name I wear, the ‘‘baptism’’ I practice and 
the assurance of salvation I enjoy. For he who believes 
in Christ as the Messiah, is immersed in his name, and 
honorably wears the appellation of ‘‘Christian,’’ may with 
becoming meekness and fullness of assurance say, ‘‘I am 
right and can not be wrong.”’ 
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It is with pleasure that I undertake to tell the two hun- 
dred and fifty thousand readers of the CHRISTIAN STANDARD 
what I surrendered for ‘‘the creed that needs no revision,’’ 
and to recount the steps by which I was “‘led out of bond- 
age to human creeds into the full light of the gospel.’’ 

The ‘‘Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
day Saints’’ is but one of the many phases that Mormon- 
ism has assumed since the death of its founder, Joseph 
Smith, Jr., in June, 1844. With the exception of polyg- 
amy, the right of presidency, and a few other matters of 
minor consideration, the doctrines of Mormonism are every- 
where essentially the same. It is but just to say, in this 
connection, that the people of the Reorganized Church are 
sincere in their protestations against both the doctrine and 
practice of ‘‘plural marriage,’’ but I can not say so much 
for the sincerity of their claim respecting its origin, and 
their prophet’s relation to the system, for he was cer- 
tainly the author of polygamy, and practiced what he 
preached. 

In order to a correct understanding as to what I sur- 
rendered for the simple New Testament plea, it will be 
necessary to state categorically what I was, from early 
childhood, taught to believe. Here is the list: 

1. That Joseph Smith, Jr., was a prophet of God. 

2. The Book of Mormon, a reyelation from God, fully 
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inspired, and of equal authority with the Bible, if not a 
little superior. 

3. The Book of Doctrine and Covenants, a book of 
pretended revelations from God through Joseph Smith, 
for the government of the church, an inspired discipline. 

4. The ‘‘Inspired Translation,’’ a pretended transla- 
tion of the Old and New Testament Scriptures by Joseph 
Smith, Jr. eee 

All of these ‘‘standard works of the church’’ 1 gave 
up for the world’s only book of life—rue BrsLg, the only 
divinely authorized standard for the government and sal- 
vation of men—heaven’s only book of discipline. 

Passing from the standard books of the church to a 
consideration of its doctrines, Mormonism teaches: 

1. That the church established by Christ at Jerusa- 
lem, on the first day of Pentecost after the resurrection of 
Jesus, was ullerly destroyed in the great Roman apostacy 
—not a vestige of it remained. 

2. That, in consequence of this apostacy, God had 
abrogated all authority to preach the gospel and administer 
its ordinances. 

3. That, in order to restore this lost authority, there 
must be a new revelation from heaven. 

4, That this long lost authority was restored through 
the ministration of heavenly angels, who laid their hands 
on Joseph Smith’s head and ordained him to the gospel 
ministry. 

5. That these divine messengers were none other than 
the apostles Peter, James and John (D. & C., p. 112, 
par. 5). 

6. That no man has authority to preach or baptize, 
or in any other way minister for Christ, ‘‘except he be 
ordained by some one whe hath authority, . . . and 
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has been regularly ordained by the heads of the church’’ 
(D. & C., p. 142, par. 4). 

hes That Christ had no church, no people on ee earth, 
from 570 A. D., when all authority was taken from the 
earth, till Apr. 6, 1830, when the authority was restored, 
and the church organized by Joseph Smith and Oliver 
Cowdery. 

8. That, in view of these facts, the Church of Latter- 
day Saints is ‘“‘the only true and living chureh upon 
the face of the whole earth’? (D. & C., p. 65, par. 5). 

9. That this church, with its restored authority and 
inspired priesthood, is in full possession of all miraculous 
gifts and supernatural powers of the apostolic church. 

10. That the church has inspired apostles and prophets 
who are endowed with power to heal the sick, cast out 
devils, speak in unknown tongues, give sight to the blind, 
and unstop the ears of the deaf. 

All these things, and many others, they claim actually 
to perform; and it matters not how corrupt the church, or 
how utterly depraved its priesthood, each and every Mor- 
mon organization, calling itself the only ‘‘true and living 
church,’’ claims to possess all these marvelous powers to 
the exclusion of all others. The ungodly Brighamites, the 
unscrupulous and thieving Strangites, the unholy ‘‘ Lyman- 
ites,’’ together with the more sedate and tolerable ‘‘Jo- 
sephites,’’ all claim the power to work miracles. 

Added to all these peculiarities of faith and doctrine, 
the Saints also teach: 

1. The gathering of the faithful to Independence, Mo., 
the place of the New Jerusalem, where a magnificent tem- 
ple is to be built, and that Jesus will ‘‘suddenly come to 
his temple,’’ and deliver his people from the power of 
‘their enemies, the unholy Gentiles. 

2. They also teach ‘‘the law of tithing.”’ 
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3. The blessing of little children by the laying on 
of hands. 

4. The washing of feet. 

5. The baptism of the living for the dead. 

All of these things the Latter-day Saints teach, and all 
these things, absurd and unscriptural as they now seem, I 
was from my earliest childhood taught to believe came 
directly from God through his prophet. 

Frequently the question has been asked, ‘‘How can a 
man, with ordinary common sense, be made to believe such 
stuff?’’ The answer is easy. <A cursory view of the re- 
ligious world as it exists to-day, both Christian and heathen, 
together with a moment’s serious reflection as to the incom- 
prehensibility of psychological law, will be quite sufficient 
to show that man is so constituted that he may be taught 
to believe anything, it matters not how absurd, if only his 
training is begun sufficiently early in life. 

When only about seven years of age, my parents, who 
at the time were members of the M. E. Church, South, were 
induced to accept the Mormon faith, and from that time 
{i'l I reached manhood’s estate, I had been taught all the 
foregoing tenets of the Mormon Church. And so thor- 
oughly were these principles instilled into my childish 
mind that, at a very early age, they had become almost 
a part of my being. So firmly had these tenets become 
fixed in my mind, that no question 9r doubt as to their 
genuineness ever entered my mind. 

When my parents first heard Mormonism expounded, 
polygamy was carefully kept in the background. Nothing 
but ‘‘the first principles of the gospel’’ were taught. They 
knew nothing of its existence till they had “‘gathered’’ to 
‘‘the camp’’—as the Mormon settlement was called—in 
the mountain fastnesses of western Texas. Mormonism, in 
its first aspect, seemed altogether innocent; but, upon a 
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closer examination, as it existed in the ‘‘camp’’ of the 
Saints, it was anything but attractive. Here they found 
the leader, Lyman Wight, one of Joseph Smith’s trusted 
apostles, a drunken old reprobate, living openly with four 
wives under the same roof, to say nothing of a number of 
concubines. 

When the real condition of things was made known to 
them, my parents “‘bolted’’ the whole Mormon ticket, and 
began to make preparations to leave ‘‘the camp of the 
Saints’’? and ‘‘the beloved city’’ of ‘‘Zodiac,’’? as the 
Mormon village was called, thoroughly disgusted with that 
particular brand of Latter-day Saintism. It finally devel- 
oped that a general dissatisfaction prevailed in the camp; 
for, when we broke away from the ‘‘company,’’ something 
like a dozen families joined our ranks, and went with us 
to Corpus Christi, on the Gulf Coast, in southern Texas. 

In this venture the family was financially ruined. After 
a few years of uncertainty and doubt, during which our 
finances had very materially improved, other missionaries, 
representing another phase of Mormon delusion, found us 
out, and came to ‘‘gather up the lost sheep’’ of the Mor- 
mon fold. They represented what they were pleased to 
eall ‘‘the kingdom of God,’’ under the leadership of one 
James J. Strang, of Beaver Island, Mich., who claimed to 
be the true successor of ‘‘the prophet Joseph.’ 

Still clinging to the belief that Joseph Smith was in 
reality a prophet of God, and convinced that it was their 
duty to ‘‘seek first the kingdom of God and his righteous- 
ness,’’ and having accepted the ‘‘testimony’’ of his emissa- 
ries that ‘‘King James,’’ as Strang was called, was the 
right man in the right place, preparations were at once 
made for the long, tedious overland journey to Beaver 
(sland. 
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The large farm and other valuable holdings having been 
sold for whatever they would bring in spot cash, my de- 
luded father started on ‘‘the wild-goose chase’’ of his life. 
From our comfortable home, near McGlone’s Bluffs, on the 
banks of Corpus Christi Bay, in southern Texas, we started 
for ‘‘the kingdom of God’’ (?!!!) by the overland route. 
Now a lad of fourteen, I was placed in charge of a huge 
Texas wagon, drawn by four yoke of long-horned Texas 
steers. This attractive outfit I drove every square inch of. 
the road.between McGlone’s Bluffs to Joliet, Il., and only 
for the fact that the broad expanse of Lake Michigan in- 
tervened, I should have driven those festive long-horns 
bodily into ‘‘the kingdom.’’ During this entire journey 
of some 1,400 miles, and covering a period of more than 
six months, not a member of the family—not even my 
mother—ever sat at a table for a meal or slept beneath the 
shelter of a friendly roof. Tent and covered wagon con- 
stituted our only shelter—our only home. In company 
with several other families, we reached our destination late 
in October, and were soon settled for the long, dreary 
Michigan winter. 

At last we were among the Saints (!!) and in ‘‘the 
kingdom’’—but, oh, what a kingdom! Instead of the 
purity and common honesty, which we had reason to ex- 
pect among a people who made such remarkable claims, we 
found, with a few honorable exceptions, a veritable ‘‘den 
of thieves.’’ King Strang, like his Texas compeer, was 
living with four wives beneath the same roof, and his 
‘‘household’’ was supported from the tithes of goods stolen 
from their Gentile neighbors on the shores of Lake Michi- 
gan. In short, a more reckless and unscrupulous band of 
thieves and robbers were never assembled on so many 
square miles of American soil. 
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Robbery, theft, and even murder, was carried on to such 
an extent that forbearance ceased to be a virtue, and the 
people on the main land finally took matters into their 
own hands, and drove the last Mormon from the island. 

In the meantime, dissension had arisen among them- 
selves, and two of their own number shot their king, in- 
flicting wounds from which he died a few weeks later. 
The removal of Strang from his island home to Voree, 
Wis., was the signal for a general stampede of the leaders, 
and the expulsion of the rank and file by the mob which 
soon followed, proved to be the death-blow of the Strangite 
kingdom. 

Disgusted with the lawlessness and abominations of 
Strangism, my father returned to Texas to collect funds 
with which he might remove his family from such unholy 
surroundings, and was absent at the time of the expulsion. 
Being the eldest son, the care of a large family now de- 
volved upon my untrained shoulders. 

Upon my father’s return, he experienced great difficulty 
in locating his now impoverished family, but finally 1o- 
cated them near Racine, Wis., distressedly poor, but, for- 
tunately, all alive and comparatively well. 

With shaken faith and shattered hopes in all things 
Mormon, and with faces to the westward, my parents at 
length found themselves on a farm in western Iowa. 


REORGANIZED MISSIONARIES. 


Here, in the early sixties, we were brought face to face 
with still another phase of Mormonism. This time it was 
the Reorganized Church, then called the ‘‘New Organiza- 
tion.’? These ‘‘Reorganized’’ missionaries were looking up 
such Latter-day Saints as had refused, on account of the 
corrupt practices, to follow the fortunes of Brigham Young, 
Lyman Wight, James J. Strang and others. 
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By this time I had reached an age that enabled me to 
do a little thinking for myself, so that when the mission- 
aries approached me, I could state my reasons for wishing 
to have nothing more to do with Mormonism. I frankly 
expressed my conviction that no system of religion could 
possibly be of God which included among its tenets the 
doctrine and practice of polygamy, theft and other evils 
and manifold abominations, such as Mormonism had de- 
veloped in such an incredibly short period of time. 

These objections were met by the declaration that none 
of these things were a part of original Mormonism—that 
they were all innovations introduced by wicked men; that 
the prophet was not the author of these wicked practices, 
and never approved them; that, as a matter of fact, they 
had been introduced by Brigham Young and others after 
the death of ‘‘the prophet and patriarch’’ at Nauvoo, Il. 
Indeed, God had rejected ‘‘the old church’’ because of 
these very things, and thus rendering a reorganization of 
the church an absolute necessity. 

Convinced of these things, our entire family were now 
baptized into the Reorganized Church. This time, we felt 
sure, we were on the right track. At least we had not been 
deceived as to the moral status of the church—it sanctioned 
none of these grossly wicked things. 

In due time, I was ealled to the ministry, and was 
‘‘peoularly ordained by the heads of the church,’’ and 
began to preach the gospel of the ‘‘Reorganized Church.”’ 
Filled with zeal for the cause I loved, no trial was too 
severe and no sacrifice too great. Willing to endure any 
and every hardship for the salvation of souls, I soon found 
myself in the front rank of the active, working forces of 
the church, sharing, as I then believed—and which I have 
to this day no reason to doubt—the fullest confidence of 
my fellow-ministers. 
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When first I became acquainted with the people of the 
Reorganized Church, I attended their preaching and other 
services quite regularly, and greatly to my surprise they 
had what they called the ‘‘gifts of the gospel.’’ At nearly 
every meeting some one would speak in an “unknown 
tongue.’’ Of course, nobody understood it, and in order to 
be duly ‘‘edified,’’ some one had to “‘give the interpreta- 
tion’? of the tongue, which usually followed immediately 
upon the first speaker having resumed his seat. The next 
moment another would spring to his feet, and in a state 
of extreme mental excitement, deliver a frenzied, point- 
less prophecy. Not infrequently have I known a half- 
dozen or more people to exercise themselves in this re- 
markable manner during the course of a single evening. 

These things profoundly impressed me, and believing 
these ‘‘manifestations of the Spirit’’ to be genuine, and 
the people honest, I cast in my lot with the Saints of the 
Reorganized Church, and gave the cause my hearty sup- 
port. 

Soon after entering the ministry, I found myself up 
against what to me was a very serious proposition. In 
their ‘‘social meetings,’’ the preachers, the people, and 
even little boys and girls, would ‘‘testify’’ that they knew 
the work was of God—they knew it by the Spirit, and 
no guesswork about it. They knew it was true, for God 
was now ‘‘confirming the word with signs following’’ 
(Mark xvi. 20) in these ‘‘gifts.’’ I finally determined 
that, if these things were among the things knowable, I 
must know them for myself. I was assured that these 
“spiritual gifts’? were attainable through fasting and 
prayer. Although engaged in helping my father to harvest 
his wheat crop, I began my fast with the determination to 
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continue till I had secured the coveted blessing. Like 
Daniel, with my face turned toward Jerusalem, I prayed 
morning, noon and night. Surely the Lord would hear my 
prayers, and bestow upon my waiting soul ‘‘some spiritual 
gift.’? If only I could speak in an unknown tongue, or, 
still better, could I see the sick healed by the laying on 
of my hands, then I would know. But, alas! none of these 
things were for me. 

I thus continued my fasting and prayer till the morning 
of the third day, when, from sheer exhaustion, I was com- 
pelled to desist. This was a sore disappointment to me. 
I confided the matter to the minister. What was the mat- 
ter? “These signs shall follow them that believe.’’ I be- 
lieve; why do not the signs follow? Why does not the 
Lord ‘‘confirm the word’’ to me? 

Ah! now I have it—the Lord is just trying my faith. 
When sufficiently tried, the blessing would be received; 
so said my friends, and so I was led to believe. It was my 
own fault—the lack of faith, perhaps—and why should I 
question the Lord’s promises. Reasoning thus, I took up 
my cross and followed on. 

During my ministry, covering a period of twenty- 
seven years—the best years of my life—I defended the 
faith of my church in twenty-three public debates of more 
or less importance, and my friends did me the honor to 
say that I came out of them all without a scar. And just 
here I am reminded that a word of explanation is de- 
maaded, lest I be misunderstood. It is this: 

My friends believed, and I cheerfully took the same 
view of the case, that my conceded victories over men whose 
scholarship and native: mental endowments were far su- 
perior to my own, were very largely, if not entirely, due 
to the fact that I had the simple, gospel truth on my side. 
This, to me, was the most reasonable solution of the ques- 
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tion that could be offered, and so my faith grew stronger. 
Not only was this very comforting, but it also confirmed 
me in the belief that what the world called Mormonism 
could not be proved false. But I have long since learned 

that this conclusion was fundamentally wrong. The exact : 
truth of the matter is simply this: My opponents were not 
‘onto their job,’’ as the expressive slang phrase has it. 
In all my éxperience I had never met a man who had 
made a study of Mormonism—a man who really understood, 
it. Had my opponents made themselves thoroughly ac- 
quainted with Mormon doctrines and methods, as they are 
understood to-day by many of our ministers, many a 
boasted victory would have been turned into positive de- 
feat, and many a soul would have been saved from the 

delusive snares of Mormon theology. 


A TURN IN THE ROAD. 
e 


During the first ten or twelve years of my ministry, the 
general current of events set fairly in my direction. A 
lover of books, and a student of men and things, I sought 
to become thoroughly acquainted with the teachings of 
the church, its early history, and the views of its leading 
men. 

In ali these things I was reasonably successful and my 
work went smoothly on, with nothing to disturb my faith 
in the work and mission of Joseph Smith, the prophet, as 
I now understood them. But, with the broadening of my 
intellectual horizon, came broader and clearer views of 
things spiritual. With these came also an occasional doubt 
to disturb my peace of mind. But these wicked doubts were 
persistently brushed aside as temptations of the evil one, 
in order to destroy my faith and damn my soul. At length, 
however, I came to a rather abrupt irrn in the road. My 
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doubts were more stubborn. They would not down at my 
bidding, and my troubles were multiplied. 


II. ‘‘THE INsprrep TRANSLATION.’’ 


The first serious shock to my faith occurred when T 
began a comparative study of the so-called Inspired Trans- 
lation, published by the Reorganized Church in 1867. We 
had always been taught that the King James’ Version was 
full of errors and contradictions; that many of the ‘‘plain 
and most precious parts’’ had been ‘‘taken away’’ by the 
‘‘mother of harlots,’’ and that the ‘‘new translation’’ 
would give us the Bible as it originally came from the 
hand of God through the inspired writers. 

Of all the puerile nonsense ever presented to an intel- 
ligent public, this pretended translation, by the cheekiest 
of all impostors, certainly caps the climax. It does the 
grossest violence to every conception of a heaven-inspired 
production ; and, from a literary point of view, it was sim- 
ply horrible. My peremptory and unqualified rejection of 
this translation (?) subjected me to some adverse criti- 
cisms, but beyond this nothing ever came of it. It did not 
disturb my faith in fundamentals. 

My next trouble was with the ‘‘Doctrine and Cove- 
nants,’’ the inspired discipline of the church. Upon a close 
study of this book, I found many things very diffieult to 
believe. For instance, I could not see why the Lord wished 
to form a joint-stock company to build a magnificent hotel 
to be known as the. ‘‘Nauvoo House,’’ that ‘‘my servant 
Joseph, and his seed after him,’’ might ‘‘have place in 
that house, from generation to generation, for ever and 
ever, saith the Lord’’ (Doe. & Cov., p. 307, par. 18). 

Why should the Lord turn the hearts of his people 
away from the salvation of souls, and command them to 
build a ‘‘boarding-house’’ for J oseph Smith and his fam- 
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ily? It was preposterous in the extreme. I could not 
believe it. And then, to cap the climex, the whole scheme 
proved a flat failure. The house never rose above the 
basement story, and the ‘‘Lord’s Boarding-House’’ stock 
was worthless, and the people were swindled out of their 
hard-earned dollars. 

The book is full of such absurdities. Promise after 
promise is made in the name of the Lord, and not one of 
them has ever been fulfilled. Time, the great iconoclast, 
had shattered another idol, and my faith was tottering. 

In spite of these terrible shocks to my faith, I still 
struggled on in the almost forlorn hope that all would 
yet be made clear. Of one thing, at least, I felt quite 
sure, and that was, the Bible is true, and the gospel is 
the power of God unto salvation. ‘‘These signs shall 
follow them that believe,’’ is as true to-day, I argued 
with myself, as when Jesus uttered the words of the Great 
Commission. In this assurance I found great comfort, and 
went on preaching the gospel of Mormonism, 

While president of the ‘‘North Kansas District,’’ in 
the early seventies, came the severest trial I had thus far 
experienced. My little boy of five summers had suffi- 
ciently recovered from a severe illness to warrant my ab- 
sence from home, and I had gone to Atchison, Kan., to 
remain over Sunday, when I was to go to the southern 
part of the State on important business, to be gone several 
months. 

Late Sunday afternoon, a neighbor’s boy came down 
the street on horseback, leading an extra horse (there were 
no railroads and telegraphs north of Atchison, at that 
time), and instinctively I knew something serious had 
happened. My little boy had been scalded in a most 
terrible manner, and was not expected to live. Riding all 
night, I reached home in the early morning to find my 
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child in a very critical condition. Late in the afternoon 
he went into spasms. We had called the elders of the 
church, according to the custom of the Saints, and with 
fasting and prayer we anointed the child with ‘‘conse- 
erated oil’? and laid our hands upon him, and, in the 
name of the Lord Jesus Christ, ““rebuked’’ the spasms, and 
‘‘commanded’’ them to leave the child. (This, to me, now 
looks like blasphemy. I recall it with a shudder.) 

This was repeated several times during fhe night and 
following morning, but without effect. The convulsions 
increased in violence and frequency, and I knew that 
unless relief came in a very short time, the child must 
die. The best physician in the county was summoned at 
once. On his arrival the. doctor pronounced it the worst 
case, with a single exception, that he had ever witnessed. 
He prescribed for the child, and in less than three hours 
the convulsions had ceased. 

This sad experience taught me the salutary lesson that 
a few grains of subnitrate of bismuth, administered by a 
skillful physician, had more power to stop convulsions and 
save human life than all our faith, and prayers, and 
“laying on of hands’’ combined. In this very community 
I had been preachinge—‘These signs shall follow them 
that believe’’—and on the strength of this preaching I 
had baptized many people, and, only a year before, had 
organized a ‘‘branch’’ of the church. 

My neighbors and the new converts had noted our 
utter powerlessness in the presence of such an affliction, and 
we were overwhelmed with sorrow and humiliation. Where 
was the miraculous power of which the Saints had boasted ? 
Why did not ‘‘the signs’’ follow the believer? If these 
things were to confirm and. strengthen the faith of the 
believer, why did not the Lord come to the rescue, and 
help us in this time of our greatest distress? These were 
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indeed momentous questions—and questions, too, which 
the wisest among us could not answer; but everybody 
could see that the doctor had accomplished by his skill 
what our faith and prayers had utterly failed to do; 
namely, saved our boy’s life. 


ANOTHER FAILURE. 


Having convinced myself that the failure was due to 
a lack of faith on my part, and was, perhaps, a necessary 
trial of my faith, I went right on preaching ‘‘these signs 
shall follow them that believe.’’ Why should I falter? 
If I had been denied these ‘‘gifts,’’ others had received 
them. Others had ‘‘testified’’ that the sick had been 
healed, devils cast out, and all this, and what reason had 
I to doubt their word? They certainly would not bear 
such strong witness to these things unless they were true— 
surely not. 

Young and full of bodily vigor, I shrank from no task, 
however arduous, and having great zeal for what I be- 
lieved to be the truth, I proceeded to do the work of two 
men—that is, work with my hands for the support of my 
family (for not a man received a-dollar of salary in 
those days as they do to-day) and, as president of the 
district, do the full work of an itinerant minister, visiting 
and regulating the affairs of the church throughout my 
large district. 

My friends frequently warned me of the dangers of 
over-work and a possible break-down, but, heedless of their 
kindly words of warning, I kept right along till I literally 
dropped in my tracks. I was a very sick man. For nearly 
seven months my life seemed to tremble in the balance. 
Hoping and believing that God in his mercy would yet 
raise me up, and thus silence all criticism, and enable me 
to say in truth what I had heard so many others declare, 
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that I knew the work to be of God, I refused to have my 
friends call a physician, preferring to depend entirely 
upon ‘‘the ordinances of the church’’—that is, the an- 
ointing with oil and the ‘‘laying on of hands’’ by the 
elders of the church (Jas. v. 14, 15). 

For nearly five months this course was faithfully pur- 
sued, during which I was ‘‘administered to’’ by all the 
leading preachers in my district, but all in vain. My 
condition grew steadily worse, till I was, in the strictest 
sense of the term, ‘‘a living skeleton,’’ and my friends 
had about abandoned all hope of my recovery. 

Some of the more thoughtful ones among them now 
began to insist that a physician be called at once. When 
appealed to, my reply was—‘‘I have no faith in the 
doctors, and if the Lord, whom I have served, will not 
heal me, surely the doctors can not.’’? But, knowing that, 
unless a change for the better soon came, I must certainly 
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die, I finally gave my consent, and in less than an hour, 
good old Dr. Biedelman, of White Cloud, Kan., was at my 
bedside. 

Under his skillful treatment I soon began to improve, 
and in less than two months I was able to walk from 
my residence to the doctor’s office, some three blocks 
away. 

While most of ry friends rejoiced that I had thus been 
snatched from the very jaws of death, others—and strange 
to say, some of the very men who had ‘‘administered’’ to 
me the most frequently—would come into my house and 
upbraid me in a manner amounting to abuse, because I 
had permitted myself to be treated by a physician. 

‘‘For years,’’ said one: of these Job’s comforters, “‘we 
have been preaching ‘these signs shall follow them. that 
believe,’ and now :-ou eall a doctor, and thus give our 
preaching the lie,” 
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‘‘My brother,’’ I replied, “‘for the past seven months 
I have been made painfully aware of the fact that ‘these 
signs’ did not ‘follow,’ and my friends thought it better 
that I should live at the hands of a doctor, than to die 
under the hands of the elders.’ 1 heard no more from 
these men about the ‘‘signs’’ following believers. 

REFLECTIONS; I believe a man can know his own heart, 
at least better than it can be known by any other human 
being—and if I know my heart, I was striving with all 
my powers to serve God to the very best of my poor abilities 
sacrificing everything of a ‘worldly nature, that others, 
by my labors, might be brought to a saving knowledge of 
the truth, as I understood the truth. Knowing this, why 
would God permit me thus to be stricken down? 

Was it to try my faith? Impossible. If, indeed, the 
gospel I was preaching was the only gospel that would 
save men, and the church I represented the only church 
that God would acknowledge as his, why would he permit 
me thus to be afflicted when he knew the inevitable result 
must be the utter overthrow of my faith in what I was 
then preaching? I never could understand it, and my 
faith never fully recovered from the shock it then received, 
although, as usual, I tried, and partially succeeded in 
convincing myself that it was all because of a lack of faith 
on my own part. 

Again taking up my cross, T resumed, as soon as my 
health would permit, the active work of the ministry. En- 
couraged by my successes and the kindly words of com- 
mendation from a host of friends, I continued in the 
service. of the church until October, 1877, when I was 
appointed ‘‘in charge’’ of the ‘‘Southwestern Mission,’’ 
including all of Texas, and some of the adjacent territory. 

I remained in charge of this work for two years (1878- 
1879), and was returned to the same field again, by request, 
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in 1884. On account of failing health, I was compelled, 
after a few months, to abandon the work and return to 
my home in Iowa. This was my last work as a representa- 
tive of the Reorganized Church. 

My first year’s work in Texas was remarkably suc- 
cessful. After two hard-fought battles in public discus- 
sion, at Stoekdale, in Wilson County (some of the Stock- 
dale people may remember them), I baptized many people 
and organized a church. The same was true at ‘‘Oak 
Island,’’ near the Madina River, south of San Antonio. 
I mention these incidents only to emphasize what I am 
about to relate. 

The year following (1879) an epidemic of pneumonia 
prevailed all through that section of the State. As a result 
I was called to administer to the sick by day and by night. 
I had taught the people when sick to ‘‘call for the elders 
of the church,’’ and that, anointing with oil, ‘‘the prayer 
of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him 
up’’ (Jas. v. 14). 

Naturally enough, they reposed great confidence in 
their minister, and quite as naturally I felt a great solici- 
tude for both their bodily and spiritual welfare, and so 
went to them with all humility and prayer, that the sick 
might be healed and the Word confirmed. During the 
year I kept a faithful record of all these ‘fadministrations’’ 
and noted the results. I was made to tremble for the 
faith of these new converts. In all of the two years of 
labor—the most faithful and earnest I could give—not 
a “‘tongue,’’ not an ‘‘interpretation,’’ and above all, and 
most important, not a single case of healing. But in 
spite of these things, most of the converts, so far as I know, 
have managed to retain their faith. 

From these experiences, and scores of others of like 
character, together with my constant association with the 
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leading men of the church, I finally became thoroughly 
convinced that the boastful claim of the church to be 
““endowed with power from on high,’’ and by virtue of 
this its ministers, and others, were able to ‘‘cast out dev- 
ils,’’ speak with tongues and ‘‘heal the sick,’’ was the 
sheerest assumption. They have no such power, all their 
boastful claims to the contrary notwithstanding. 

Having administered to the sick, and that repeatedly, 
with nearly every prominent man in the church, including 
the prophet himself, covering a period of fully twenty- 
five years, I am in a position to know they are utterly 
powerless to perform what they advertise. 

In spite of my earnest, persistent and prayerful effort 
during all these years, I was constantly and painfully 
aware of the fact that I possessed no miraculous power. I 
could speak no language I had not learned, no sick were 
healed under my hands, no blind were restored to sight, 
and no devil was ever ‘‘cast out’? at my command. If, 
as they claimed, other mer really possessed these mar- 
velous powers, why would a loving, impartial Father with- 
hold them from even the weakest of his children? Is he a 
respecter of persons? Surely not. Then, what was the 
trouble? Something must be radically wrong. 


THE TURNING-POINT. 


I had now reached the most critical period in my entire 
religious life. Turned adrift upon the turbulent sea of 
doubt, like Noah’s dove, I found no solid ground upon 
which to set my foot. False claims, deceptive theories and 
elusive dreams had well-nigh destroyed my hopes, and 
made shipwreck of my faith. : 

Disappointed, discouraged, filled with doubts and fears, 
I retired from the ministry and quietly set myself about. 
the task of reviewing the entire groundwork of my faith. 
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In this work of review I spent the greater part of five 
years. Having prepared myself to defend my faith against 
the assaults of its enemies, I had left the exposure of its 
defects and follies—if such it had—to my opponents. 

But in my re-examination of Mormonism as a system 
of religious thought, I determined to place myself in the 
attitude of an opponent, and in this way see what I could 
do towards proving its claims to be false, with the result 
that I was simply astonished at both the amount and 
character of the evidence I had been able to age against 
the entire system. 

Without entering into details, it is deemed quite suf- 
ficient to say I arose from this careful investigation with 
the firm conviction that ‘‘conceived in sin, and brought 
forth in iniquity,’’ Mormonism was at once the child of 
corruption and fraud. 


IN A DILEMMA. 


From childhood I had been earefully taught that all 
religious bodies, both Catholic and Protestant, were sworn 
enemies of the truth, and that the Saints were the only 
people on earth whom God would ever acknowledge as 
his own. All except the Saints must finally be lost—shut 
out from the presence of God and the glory of his power. 
But now I had learned to my entire satisfaction that the 
very people who made the loudest claims to be the only 
people of God, were not what they professed to be— 
that they did not have any more—indeed, not as much— 
of what is usually called “‘spiritual power,’’ than the 
people whom they so roundly denounced. 

Indeed, some of what are still regarded by people of 
the Reorganized Church as the most remarkable eases of 
healing in its eutire history; have since turned out to be 
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deliberate frauds. One instance of this character must 
suffice for this occasion: 


““BLIND FANNY.’’ 


At a semi-annual conference held at ‘‘Parks’ Mills,”’ 
just east of Council Bluffs, Ia., October, 1875 or 1876—if 
my memory is not at fault—occurred what is regarded as 
the greatest miracle in the annals of the Reorganized 
Church. The case was this: 

Each day during the conference, a rather delicate little 
woman was observed to be walking the streets of the 
tented city (for it was a great camn-mccting) led by an 
attendant. <A little inquiry developc. the fact that it was 
“‘Blind Fanny.’’ She represented hercelf to be a member 
of the ‘‘Christian Church.’’ Her husband, who was also 
attending the meeting, was. a Methodist. -She had heard 
of the marvelous healing powers of the church, and, desir- 
ing to know more about it, attended the conference. 

During the ‘‘social meetings’’ {here were remarkable 
“‘manifestations of divine power’’—‘‘tongues,’’ ‘‘proph- 
ecies,’’ ‘‘healings,’’ etc., ete. One evening ‘‘Blind Fanny’’ 
arose in the audience, and, after a short address, said to 
the man in charge of the meeting: ‘‘Bro. Brand, I now 
understand why I have not been healed of my blindness, 
when administered to by the elders, and that is, I have 
not obeyed the gospel—‘my passport is not signed,’ and I 
want you to baptize me to-morrow morning at 8 o’clock.’’ 

At the hour appointed, in the presence of more than 
a thousand people, she was baptized. I stood beside the 
minister to render any needed assistance. The baptism was 
performed in the millpond, in plain sight of the multitude. 
As she neared the bank I extended her my hand and 
assisted her from the water. The eccentric preacher, E. C. 
Brand, with the water streaming from his clothes, filled 
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out a blank certificate of baptism, and handed it to her. 
To the great astonishment of the multitude, ‘‘Blind 
Fanny,”’ raising the certificate so that all might see it, in 
a clear, strong voice read the document in the hearing 
of all the people. The whole audience was electrified—a 
great miracle had been wrought in their very presence. 

‘The Saints’ Herald published flaming accounts of the 
marvelous occurrence, and it found its way into some of 
the secular papers. ‘‘Blind Fanny’’ wrote poems about 
it, and.told the story to every congregation of the saints 
for years afterward. At last I had been the witness to 
a great miracle, and I felt much gratified. 

One thing, however, occurred that caused people to 
wonder. Soon after her baptism, her husband seemed dis- 
pleased, and insisted on returning to their home, but the 
once blind but now seeing Fanny refused to accompany 
him, and so he went home without her. He was a hard- 
hearted man to treat his wife thus. In fact, we all thought 
he had a devil in him as big as a three-year-old wood- 
chuck. i 

A few years afterwards I had occasion to visit Deloit, 
fa., where the couple lived, and was invited to dine with 
them. After dinner the wife went out to do a little shop- 
ping. I had long desired to talk to this rebellious man 
about rejecting the power of God, and this was my oppor- 
tunity. 

‘‘Brother Earnst,’’? I began, ‘‘I have long wished to 
talk with you about the marvelous healing of your good 
little wife. Nobody has a better knowledge of the facts 
than what you possess. You have impoverished yourself 
in procuring the best treatment that medical science could 
afford, but all to no purpose. Your wife was totally 
blind. Nothing but the power of God eould restore her 
sight. You were an eye-witness of her miraculous healing. 
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This certainly is enough to convince any sane man that 
what we teach is true. How can you longer stand out 
against the truth? How can you longer resist such over- 
powering evidence of the truth of this latter-day work?’’ 

“Bro. Bays,’’ said he, after a moment’s pause, ‘‘I 
seldom speak of this matter, but as you press the question 
so closely, I feel that I must speak. You think it strange 
that what your people e¢all ‘the healing of Blind Fanny’ 
did not impress me more seriously. But when you know 
the truth you will not be surprised at my course. The 
real truth of the matter ws, my wife never was blind. 
Before going to that conference she could see to. do her 
housework just as you have seen her do to-day, and she. 
could see well enough to do plain sewing, and that is all 
she can do now. As God is my witness, she can not see 
one whit better now than before she went to that con- 
ference.’’ 

It was now my time to be astonished; and subsequent 
investigation only served to strengthen the conviction that 
the whole thing was a deliberate fraud. 

It was the last straw that broke the camel’s back, and 
this piece of deception was, in my case, the last ‘‘straw.’’ 
My faith in Mormonism was gone forever. 

At this juncture I was brought face to face with 
another, and still more serious difficulty. I found myself 
fast becoming skeptical—even doubting some things which 
by many are considered fundamental in Christianity. 
Relative to these matters I reasoned thus: 

The people with whom I have been associated relig- 
iously all my life, have claimed to be able to ‘‘heal the 
sick,’’ cleanse lepers, give sight to the blind, and even to 
raise the dead, and yet I have found all these things to 
be absolutely false—deliberately and wickedly deceptive. 
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Argument.—If the Latter-day Saints, professing to 
have power to perform the same class of miracles with 
those of the apostles, have stated deliberate falsehoods 
with the intention to.deceive and mislead the people, how 
am I to know but the same methods had been employed by 
those professing miraculous powers in apostolic times? 
Tow are we to know that a genuine miracle had been per- 
formed? And if no miracle had ever been wrought by the 
apostles, then it follows as a logical necessity that ‘‘the 
word’’ could never have been confirmed ‘‘with signs fol- 
lowing,’’ and the gospel therefore can not be true. 

In such a case, what assurance have we that the some- 
what ingenious mythical theory invented by Strauss, or 
the more brilliant but less probable conception of Renan, 
may not in reality account for the origin of the story of 
the resurrection of Jesus, as recorded in the Gospels? 
And if this be true, then is Jesus not risen—‘‘and if 
Christ be not risen, then is our preaching vain, and your 
faith is also vain,’’ and the apostles ‘‘are found false 
witnesses,’’ and the world is left ‘‘without hope and with- 
out God in the world.’’ And thus I had reasoned from a 
false premise to an erroneous conclusion. 

From this materialistic point of view, how unutterably 
sad—how dark and dreary the outlook! Not one scintil- 
lation of light—not one ray of hope to fall upon the path- 
way of human life, or penetrate the dreadful gloom of 
one eternal night. 

While these doubts and fears continued to assail and 
perplex my troubled soul, I was, indeed, ‘‘of all men most 
miserable.’’ Under these circumstances I felt there was but 
one avenue open to me, and that was I must openly and 
formally withdraw from the church. And to do this I 
knew would be to sever the ties of a friendship made 
sacred by the associations of a quarter of a century. Men 
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whom I had learned to love because of their many sterling 
qualities—because of their social purity and moral excel- 
lencies of character—I knew would never be to me in the 
future what they had been in the past. To sever these 
almost life-long relations, was the one great trial of my life. 
But duty, stern and relentless, pointed the way, and the 
step must be taken. 

Accordingly, at a General Comerenr of the Reor- 
ganized Church, held in April, 1892, I resigned my min- 
istry and formally withdrew from the church. Because 
I had the courage of my convictions and frankly expressed 
the doubts which so distressed me, relative not only to 
Mormonism, but also as to the miracles of the apostles, 
it has afforded, and no doubt still affords, some of my 
erstwhile friends and co-laborers great pleasure to apply 
to me the epithets—‘‘agnostie,’’ ‘‘infidel,’’ ete. No sub- 
sequent explanation as to a change of view—no declaration 
as to present convictions and sentiments—has ever sufficed 
to remove the stain. To this day I am branded by the 
Saints as an ‘‘apostate,’’ pure and simple. 

Naturally enough, it was some time before I got my 
bearings. These doubts and fears continued to harass 
and disturb me till happily I made the discovery that all 
my troubles were but the legitimate result of a false the- 
ology, based upon a false exegesis of certain Scriptures, 
prominently among which are Mark xvi. 15-20, and I. 
Cor xxii L211) 

When these passages were correctly understood, all my 
troubles vanished, as a morning mist before the sun. I 
had always been taught to believe that ‘‘these signs,’’ 
referred to by Mark, were among the indispensable, in- 
separable concomitants of the gospel. 

But when I had made the discovery that no such 
teaching can be found in the Great, Commission—not. even 


4 


256 HOW THE SCALES FELL FROM MY EYES. 


by ‘‘reading between the lines’’—my troubles were forever 
at an end, so far as miracles are concerned. Instead of 
teaching that ‘‘these signs’’ were to be perpetuated 
throughout all subsequent ages, the language of Jesus, as 
recorded by Mark, may. fairly be regarded as conveying 
precisely the opposite view. 

The object of ‘‘these signs,’’ as stated in verse 20, 
is declared to be for the purpose of ‘‘confirming the 
word.’’ The great central truth of the gospel is the fact 
that Jesus rose from the dead. This fact was confirmed 
to the ‘‘witnesses’’ by his personal appearance after his 
passion, and to others after his ascension by “‘many in- 
fallible proofs’’ in the form of ‘‘these signs.’’ 

When the apostles preached that ‘‘this Jesus whom 
God hath raised up’’ from the dead, was truly the long- 
expected Messiah, the people demanded, as they had a right 
to do, some proof for a thing to their minds wholly in- 
credible. To satisfy this reasonable demand, the apostles 
in the commission are authorized by the Master to say: 
‘‘These signs shall follow them that believe’’—that is, 
believe on Jesus through the word of the apostles. Hence, 
believing the teaching of the apostles concerning the Christ, 
the people became obedient to the word; and having from 
the heart obeyed the commands of the gospel, the promised 
‘‘sions’’ followed. And thus Mark, years later, was able 
to write of the apostles: 

‘‘And they went forth and preached everywhere, the 
Lord working with them, and confirming the word with 
signs following.”’ 

And thus the Word—the fact that Jesus rose from the 
dead—was confirmed, and being once confirmed was con- 
firmed ‘‘once for all,’ and was, therefore, for all ages and 
‘unto all peoples and nations and kindreds and tongues,”’ 
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under the whole heavens, and hence there could be no 
need of re-confirmation. 

When these self-evident truths dawned upon my mind, 
how plain it all seemed. Then I began to see men as 
trees walking—and then it was I began to realize that the 
scales of sectarian blindness were beginning to fall from 
my eyes. How thankful I was! What joy now began to 
spring up in my heart! . 

The beautiful sunlight of an intelligent faith had en- 
tered my heart and had driven the gloomy shadows of 
doubt and despair from my troubled soul. Now, at last, 
T could, like Thomas of old, look up into my Redeemer’s 
face and exclaim, in all the eestacies of a new-born soul, 
‘‘My Lord and my God!’’ 


HOW I CAME TO BE A CHRISTIAN ONLY. 


It is the boast of Mormonism that ‘‘once a Latter-day 
Saint, a man is spoiled for any other chureh,’’ and, as a 
rule, that is true. Few, very few, indeed, leave that 
church and go into any other. With their faith in Christ 
destroyed they break away from all religious restraints 
and seek a congenial refuge in agnosticism, Spiritualism, 
or in downright, aggressive infidelity. 

Only for the grace of God and the exercise of a little 
common sense, I fear I should at this very moment be 
wandering far, far away from a loving Father’s house. 
But I thank God to-day, as never before, that I have been 
saved from the fate of a faithless, aimless wanderer upon 
the face of the earth. 

In the days of my belligerency, I held more public 
discussions with Christian ministers than with all others 
combined. This gave me an excellent opportunity to be- 
come thoroughly acquainted with the simple gospel plea, 
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and the movement for the restoration of the Christianity 
of Christ and the apostles. 

When I began to get my bearings after the abatement 
of the terrible storm through which I had passed, I began 
the performance of another mental operation, having in 
view the purpose, this time, to carefully separate the 
truth from the great mass of error* which I was now 
conscious of having imbibed. To do this, a rule, a system, 
became a matter of paramount importance. In both legal 
and medical practice there is employed what is termed 
the ‘‘exclusive method”’ or ‘‘system of exclusion.’’ The 
rule is to exclude all things ‘‘which do not stand in the 
light of known facts, till but one true diagnosis can 
remain.”’ 

Having discarded all books of human theology and 
discipline—for I had come to distrust them all—and taking 
the Bible as my only standard in the determination of all 
things religious, I began the work anew. Under this 
common-sense rule my work was simplified and made 
easy, with the result, as a matter of course, that every- 
thing sectarian had to go—Mormonism with the rest, to- 
gether with all the fine-spun theories built upon that 
system. 

When my task was completed I was profoundly as- 
tonished at the results. Not only had everything man- 
made and sectarian gone by the board, but I had made the 
astounding discovery that in every essential feature of 
the “‘scheme of redemption’’ I was in substantial agree- 
ment with my old enemies, ‘‘the Campbellites.’’ 

This, to be sure, was by no means what I had ex- 
pected, and yet I was glad in my heart to be assured 
that I had at last found the plain, simple, gospel truth— - 
that truth which alone can make men free. If there is 
one blessing for which one may justly be more thankful 
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than for any other, that blessing, in my case, 3s expressed 
in the word liberty. 

For the first time in my entire religious experience 
am I able to stand erect in my heaven-born right of intel- 
lectual manhood, and proclaim myself a free man. Hither. 
to my freedom of thought and liberty of action had been 
confined within certain definitely prescribed limits. Out- 
side of these a man is not allowed to think—or, if he dares 
to think, he must keep his thoughts to himself, for the 
moment he gives utterance to the thought, he is liable 
to be called before the ‘‘authorities’’ to give an account 
of himself for his audacity. 

When I was freed from the domination of an autocratic 
priesthood and found myself standing in the unobstructed 
sunlight of God’s eternal truth, then, and not. till then, 
did I come to realize that no self-styled prophet, priest 
or king had any right to interpose himself between God 
and man. God the Father, and Jesus the only mediator, 
is the divine key-note of the whole Bible, and henceforth 
I shall, by the grace of God, ‘‘stand fast in that liberty 
wherewith Christ hath made us free.’’ 

Thus equipped, and with my feet firmly planted upon 
the rock Christ Jesus, my greatest joy, my supreme de- 
light, is to hold aloft the banner of our risen Lord and 
invite men and women to rally beneath its blood-sancti- 
fied folds, and press valiantly on to certain and glorious 
victory. 

Already I find myself well adown the western slope of 
life’s rugged hill, and with the sun full in my face, and 
the shadows, still sharp and distinct, growing longer, and 
longer, as life’s sun hastens towards the horizon of its 
cloudless setting, IT am joyously, steadfastly, looking for- 
ward to the setting of life’s earthly sun, as but the dawning 
of God’s eternal day to my tried and waiting soul. 
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IN AND OUT 


J2Y SUPDIKE 


“Tf ye continue in my word, then are ye my dis- 
ciples indeed; and ye shall know the truth, and the 
truth shall make you free.” “If the Son therefore 
shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.”—John 
viii. 31, 32, 36. 


Man loves liberty. Those who live in disobedience to 
God are slaves to Satan, led captive by him. They do not 
have any happiness in his service. They may have some 
pleasure that will finally bring pain. God sent his only 
begotten Son, Jesus Christ, from heaven to earth, that he 
might liberate man from the thraldom of sin and the 
power of Satan and make him free and happy. Satan has 
always fought God’s work, and when he found out what 
God had done to make man free, and that the church of 
the Lord Jesus Christ was established in the world to 
make known the truth that would make man free, he went 
to work to divide God’s people in order that he might 
destroy that peace and happiness that belongs to them. 
There is no sin greater than the sin of sectism, and I do 
not want the smell of it on my clothes, if I can help it. 
There has never been a time when I did not hate it since 
I became a Christian. 

I made a profession of religion in March, 1867. Pre. 
vious to my making a profession I was entirely ignorant 
of the Bible teaching and of the different doctrines of 
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men. 1 was taught to believe on the Lord Jesus Christ 
and accept of him as my Saviour, and I did the best I 
could and was happy. My first disturbance was when a 
well-intentioned woman gave me the little “black book’’ 
ealled the ‘‘Church Discipline,’’ to. read. I read it and 
returned it to her, and when she asked me how [f liked it, 
I told her frankly that I did not like it at all—that I did 
not intend to commit myself to anything but the Bible; 
that was good enough for me. She remarked that I thought 
myself yery smart, when the best men and women in the 
world accepted the Book of Discipline to guide them in 
their Christian life. I really needed something like that, 
she thought, and we disagreed and parted, I to study the 
Bible, tearfully and prayerfully, until I should find out 
what to do. 

I soon began to talk to the people about their duty to 
come to Christ, and I just read it to them as it was in the 
book, and many were converted by that word. Finally, 
I heard a man preach a sermon against creeds that just 
suited me. His name was D. S. Warner, at that time a 
member of the Church of God (nicknamed Winebrenne- 
rians). He was the starter of the ‘‘come out’’ movement 
and founder of the Gospel Trumpet. I shall never forget 
some of his remarks against the creed-making business. 
That day I accepted the position of the Church of God, so 
far as I knew it. Afterwards I attended their eldership, 
near Tiffin, O., and was licensed to preach, after I passed 
the examination, and the ‘‘stationing committee’’ placed 
me on the Williams County (O.) cireuit. I was called the 
‘‘hoy preacher’’ for years. When I reached the age of 
forty, I began to object to bemg called a ‘‘boy preacher,”’’ 
but I do not object now, as I am getting younger. every 
day. 
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On the Williams County circuit I came in contact with 
a well-informed Christian by the name of Anderson. He 
said little, but what he did say, meant something. His 
wife was a member of the church for which I was pastor, 
and he made me a present of the CHRISTIAN STANDARD in 
1871. It came to me for quite awhile before I knew who 
was sending it to me. I received and read it with much 
interest, gaining much information about the plan of sal- 
vation that I could not have gained in any other way. 

Many of our readers do not have any knowledge of the 
teachings of the Church of God (Winebrennerians), as 
their numbers have been very few. John Winebrenner 
left the German Reformed Church and organized what he 
ealled the Church of God, in 1830, in and about Harris- 
burg, Pa. He taught: 

1. That the Bible was sufficient as a rule of faith and 
practice for all of God’s people. 

2. That Bible things should be called by Bible names. 

3. That there are five ordinances in the Church of God. 

(a) Baptism; (b) Lord’s Supper; (c) Feet-washing; 
(d) Lord’s Day; (e) Holy Kiss. 

4. Miraculous conversion, or the abstract operation of 
the Holy Spirit in the conversion of the sinner. 

5. The ‘‘mourner’s bench’’ is used to call sinners to be 
prayed for, by the members of the church. 

6. That the immersion of Christians in the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit is the only 
Christian baptism. 

7. They practice the communion on any evening they 
may wish (always in the evening, and in connection with 
feet-washing). 

8. They teach that baptism is not for the remission of 
sin. The Holy Spirit teaches that baptism is ‘‘for the re- 
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anission of sin’’ to the one asking what he must do 
(Acts ii. 38). 

9. They teach that the word ‘‘water’’ in John 11. 5 
does not mean baptism. 

10. They teach that we must be saved before we are 
baptized, and Jesus taught that ‘“‘he that believeth and is 
baptized shall be saved’’ (Mark xvi. 16). = 

11. They teach that we are not “‘baptized into Christ.’’ 
The Bible teaches, ‘‘For as many of you as were baptized 
into Christ, have put on Christ’’ (Gal. 111. 27). 

12. They teach that no one was ever ‘‘saved by wa- 
ter,’’ and that baptism has nothing to do with our sal- 
vation. The word of God teaches otherwise (I. Pet. iii. 
20, 21) 

Upon investigation, I found that there was no founda- 
tion in the word of God for the use of the mourner’s 
bench. That there was no account at all in God’s book 
where the preachers and the members of the church met 
together and prayed with and for unsaved men to feel 
like they had their sins forgiven. I could not find where 
“God ever said € man wouid know he was saved by the 
way he felt. 

I could not find wherc the members of the church ever 
came together to engage in the ‘‘washing of one another’s 
feet’’ after the church was established on the day of Pen- 
tecost, A. D. 33. The Holy Spirit was to guide the apos- 
tles into all truth, and he never said anything about ‘‘feet- 
washing being an ordinance in the church.’’ The Bible is 
plain about baptism, prayer, preaching, communion, or 
breaking bread upon the first day of the week (Acts xx. 
7). I did not see that ‘‘saluting one another with a holy 
kiss’? was an ordinance in the church. There were some 
of the men I did not care to kiss, and they would not al- 
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low a man to kiss the women, so I concluded that it was not 
an ordinance to be observed by the people of God as such. 

In 1873 I was appointed to travel the ‘‘Maumee Mis- 
sion.’’? That comprised Henry, Fulton and Lucas Coun- 
ties in Ohio, and Lenewa County, Mich. There were but 
two little organized churches in the whole field, and not 
a house of worship on the field. I had to use schoolhouses 
and private houses, barns and groves, etc. While preach- 
ing near Napoleon, O., one evening, near where Josh Bill- 
ings got his start as a lecturer, I met Geo. W. Hill, of 
Bowling Green, O., who preached in that part of the coun- 
try once a month. After the sermon he came forward 
and said, “‘I enjoyed your sermon very much, and I would 
like to have a little talk with you.’’ It was a nice moon- 
light night, and we went and sat on a log by the roadside 
and he gave me the division of the word of God, showing 
me how to read the Bible so as to understand it. That was 
a revelation to me. From that time on the Bible was a 
new book to me. I thank God to-day for that hour. How 
many poor souls to-day do not know how to read the word 
of God. 

The next year I was stationed on the best circuit they 
had in the State, and moved to Upper Sandusky, Wyan- 
dotte County, where I stayed the allotted time (three 
years), and never came in contact with any of the ‘‘Dis- 
ciples.’’ I was then changed from there to Findlay, O., to 
the only station they had in the State. Here I had the 
greatest meeting ever held in that city by the Church of 
God. At that time there was no Church of Christ in that 
place, but U. M. Browder lived there and preached to some 
churches about there. He came to hear me, and was in- 
troduced to me by A. A. Dillinger. When introduced, he 
said, ‘I enjoyed your sermon very much to-night [I had 


268 FROM ‘DARKNESS. TO LIGHT. 


preached from the text, “‘God be merciful to me, a sin-» 
ner’’], but you are in the wrong Pore your preaching is 
straight, but your practice is wrong.’ 

I answered, ‘‘Well,: sir, my brother, if you can pet 
me where I am wrong, I will gladly give it:up, for I want 
tobe right.’’ He answered, “‘I ean.do it.’’? I-said, ‘‘Come 
to my house and show me,”’ and he said, ‘‘I will.’’ He 
was at my house next morning before breakfast, and we 
argued until dinner, and we went to dinner and then began 
and argued until supper-time, and went to supper, and 
after supper we argued until three o’clock in the morn- 
ing, and I started to go with him part of the way to his 
home, which was more than a mile, and we were stopped 
by the police, who found out .who we were, and laughed 
at us, arguing every step of the way, and we kept it up 
for months, never out of humor with one another. We 
were both earnest as we could be. There was not a posi- 
tion held by the disciples we did not diseuss, and I would 
not give what I learned in that way for all the Bible col- 
lege courses I ever knew of yet. 

I was thoroughly convinced, against my will, that the 
disciples had the truth, but thought I could preach the 
truth and stay where I was, and I was changed from Find- 
lay to the McComb cireuit, ten miles from Findlay, and I 
moved to McComb, O. Here was the first Church of Christ 
I ever came in contact with, and they were having serious 
trouble. I got the use of their house to hold a meeting in, 
and some of the disciples united with the Church of. God, 
and then Bro. and Sister Allen Cooper began the work of 
saving me in good shape. They provided me with books, 
and sent E. T. Hayes to visit me, and they would come to 
see me, and would always be to hear. me preach, and I 
have thought, if we would take the matter in hand and 
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do by the preachers as these people did by me, all the 
preachers in the country would soon be at work in the 
Church of Christ for the advancement of primitive Chris- 
tianity. 

Our people must not be so afraid of the preacher in 
the different denominations. Send them the right kind of 
literature and it will do them good, because as a rule 
preachers will read anything they can get on the subject 
of religion. Send them ‘‘First Principles,’ by Isaac Er- 
rett ; ‘Sincerity Seeking the Way to Heaven,’’ by Ben- 
jamin Franklin; ‘‘On the Rock,’’ by Dungan; the Curis- 
TIAN peas ete. Then do not be afraid to talk to 
them. Go and hear them preach when you ean, and, when 
they preach a good sermon, tell them go, and tell them 
how much you would like to have them investigate the 
position of the Church of Christ. Kindness will help 
preachers much more than unkindness will. Do not fight 
them; try to save and help them. 

At this time I was holding several important offices 
in the Church of God, and I felt that the best friends I 
had in the world were in that organization. I was Ohio 
correspondent for the Church Advocate; was first clerk 
of the Ohio Eldership, a member of the standing com- 
mittee and clerk of the same; was secretary of the Ohio 
Ministeral Association, missionary collection agent, secre- 
tary of the Ohio Sunday-school Association, one of the 
generals in the Temperance Army, and had charge of all 


the books of the Ohio Eldership, and went out and helped 
to hold meetings, and was pastor of five pretty good 


churches, and had a good parsonage to live in, and had a 
good salary and plenty of good friends, with a good out- 
look before me. I was highly honored, and was the young- 
est one in the eldership. They elect the editors for their 
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papers, and I was a delegate to the eldership and nomi- 
nated the present editor, Dr. C. H. Forney, for that 
position at the eldership held in Syracuse, Ind., in 1877; 
i. e., What they call the ‘‘general eldership.’’ No one can 
be a delegate to that unless he has been a preacher in good 
standing five years. Hence I was in good standing. 

To get out of that kind of a place was no little job, and 
then to have a family to support, and no prospect to 
preach for any church, all stared me in the face, but by 
Orrin Gates and Allen Cooper and wife and the Randalls, 
with E. T. Hayes, I wes helped to get a start. Most of 
my early helpers have crossed the river, and I am erowing 
oray. . 

I gave up everything to be a member of the Church of 
Christ. I rejoice to-day that I found the way of the Lord. 
I am pleading for the ‘‘unity of the people of God’’ and 
for a complete restoration of the apostolic church, with the 
apostolic doctrine. There are many things that I am not 
sure about, but one thing I am sure about, and that is, 
that I have the truth and nothing but the truth. I have 
no sympathy for anything that will compromise that truth. 
I still believe the blessed Bible from back to back, and 
when life’s work is ended, I want to be able to go before 
God and say, ‘‘I have never asked any one to be anything 
but a Christian, and I never asked any one to take any- 
thing as his guide in religious matters but the Bible, and 
that I faithfully plead for the Scriptural observance of the 
ordinances of the house of God.’’ 








J. IRA JONES. 


bOWe GOI, OULSOFR. THE MAZE 
OF SECTARIANISM 


J. IRA JONES 


In order to properly introduce my religious experi- 
ence or how I came out of the maze of sectarianism it 
will be necessary to go back to the years of my boyhood. 
Because of many misfortunes my parents were reduced 
almost to poverty and when about twelve years of age it 
became necessary for me to battle with the world and look 
after the means for my own support. And for the next 
seven or eight years I had but very little or no con- 
nection with religious services and was seldom under re- 
ligious influences; but after the seven or eight years I had 
finished an apprenticeship as a mechanic and became a 
contractor and builder at the early age of nineteen; during 
that year I was thoroughly convinced that the life I had 
been leading was not the kind of a life that one should 
live, and that in order to associate with the class of society 
I desired it was necessary for me to live a better life. 

T had made some study of the church and its influence 
with the world and came to the conclusion that the proper 
place for me was in the church. I began attending a pro- 
tracted meeting in progress at the M. E. Church and on 
Wednesday night of the second week I answered the invita- 
tion and went forward to the altar. After remaining there 
for some two or three hours, through the prayers and ap- 
peals of the pastor and stewards and class-leaders of the 
church, the pastor finally reached the conclusion that there 
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was something that I was not willing to give up, and because 
of this fact God was not willing to receive me. I arose 
from the altar and went away feeling about as sad as ever 
I had felt in my life. I thought certainly I must be very 
bad if I am so far gone that God is not willing to have 
anything to do with me, but I was determined that I would 
try it again. So, on the following evening, I responded to 
the first invitation and went forward again to the altar. 
During the time I was there several expressed themselves 
as having received the blessing and arose, but I remained 
there without the blessing still. They dismissed the even- 
ing services and a few of them remained to pray with me. 
I thought the matter over very seriously, and after con- 
siderable deliberation upon the subject I resolved that I 
would talk it over with the preacher. He had asked me a 
number of times how I felt and so I arose and sat down 
with the preacher and the others who remained with me, 
and told them my feeling. I said to them: ‘‘Last night 
before I came here to this place I was conscious of my sin- 
fulness and believed that I should be a better man. I 
came here determined to do what is necessary to be done 
in order that I may be a better man. I had a very strong 
determination last night, but I do not feel so well to- night. 
You said last night that because I had something which I 
was not willing to give up, God was not willing to re- 
eeive me; to-night I want to say that I have resigned 
everetnine as far as I know. I do not keep one thing back. 
I am willing to do anything that is right in order that I 
may be what I ought to be. Last night you said that God 
was not willing to receive me; to-night I will say this, I 
am willing to do anything that is necessary to be done, and 
if God is not willing to receive me on that proposition he 
never will be, for I do not intend to come back here to 
this mourner’s bench any more.’’ 
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In consequence of this little speech that was made, the 
pastor and the officers of the church departed a short dis- 
tance and had a little conference with one another regard- 
ing my case, and from their report when they returned I 
inferred that they had discussed the matter considering 
me favorably. The pastor said, ‘‘ Well, Bro. Jones, per- 
haps we misunderstood you, perhaps you have a peculiar 
case, and in consequence of that we have decided to take 
you in on probation.’’ Not having had the religious train- 
ing of the average boy, I was somewhat curious to know 
what they meant by probation. They said: ‘‘That means 
that we shall take you in on trial. It is one of the rules of 
the church to take you in on trial for a period of time, say 
perhaps six months, and if you prove to be all right at 
the end of that period, we will take you into full fellow- 
ship with the church.”’’ 

I said to him, ‘‘Is God willing to receive me, do you 
think ?’’ 

**Yes,’’ he said. 

“‘Do you think he is willing to receive me right now?’’ 

‘*Yes,’’ said he. 

““Well, then,’’ said I, ‘‘I guess I will not unite with 
this church.’’ 

‘“Why?’’ he asked. 

‘““Because I do not care to join a church that is going 
to cost me more than to get into heaven.’’ 

They said, ‘‘What makes you think that?’ 

My answer was, “‘If God is willing to receive me, and 
he is willing to receive me right now, and the church does 
not want to receive me for six months, it certainly seems 
to cost more to get into the-membership of. this. chureh 
than it does to get into heaven.’’ 

‘“Well,’’ said the pastor, ‘‘what do you want?”’ 

I answered him, ‘‘T want to join the church right now.”’ 
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‘“Well,’’ said he, ‘‘that is not according to the rules 
of the church.’ 

I answered, ‘‘That may be true; 1 do not ask you to 
discard any of. your rules, or viplate any of them; I will 
go and join another ehurch.”’ 

They had another short conference among themselves, 
and decided to drop the matter of probation and take me 
in on the following Sunday, but said he, ‘‘First it will 
be necessary for you to be baptized.” 

“All right; if that is necessary, I am perfectly willing 
to do what is necessary, but I do not want to do unreason- 
able things.’”’ 

Between this time and the rollowing Sunday the pas- 
tor came to me and said, ‘‘Now, Bro. Jones, you are 
to be baptized on next Sunday, and the question is, how 
do you want to be baptized?”’ 

I said to him, ‘‘I do not: know as to the matter of how. 
What do you mean by it?”’ 

He said, ‘‘There are three modes of baptism: you can 
be sprinkled, you can be poured, or you can be im- 
mersed.”’ 

I said to him, ‘‘What does baptism amount to? Tell 
me that, and I will tell you what my choice is.”’ 

He answered me, ‘‘Baptism is only for the answering 
of a good conscience; whatever is required to answer your 
conscience is all that is demanded. If sprinkling will 
answer your conscience, all right; if pouring, that is the 
thing to do; but if nothing but immersion will satisfy 
your conscience, then, that is the thing to do—be im- 
mersed.”’ 

After some thought on the matter for a few moments, 
in which I considered the inconvenience of being immersed, 
and also that of myself as standing there and having him 
pour water on my head, I reached the conclusion that I 
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did not have much conscience to satisfy, and that a few 
drops of water would be just as good as a pitcher full, or 
even the river. So I decided I would be sprinkled on 
Sunday mornine. So in due form and ceremony I was 
sprinkled on Sunday morning and was taken into full 
fellowship with the church. 

I then began to study the New Testament. I began to 
read the first chapter of Matthew, and thought I would 
read it through. I reached the third chapter of Matthew, 
and there read the record of where Jesus came from Gali- 
lee down to the Jordan, to be baptized by John in the 
Jordan. I read of how the heavens were opened and the 
Spirit of God descended in the form of a dove, and how 
the voice of God acknowledged Jesus as his beloved Son 
in whom he was well pleased. I thought if God was 
pleased with Jesus, who was my Saviour, to do this thing 
and Jesus was pleased to do it in this way, would not God 
also be pleased with me to do the same thing in the same 
way? 

I went back to my pastor and said to him, ‘‘Did you 
‘not tell me that baptism is for the answering of a good 
conscience ?’’ and he replied, ‘‘ Yes; that is what I said.’’ 

‘‘Then,’’ said I, ‘‘I want to be baptized some more.”’ 

‘‘Why, what is the matter?’’ said he. 

I referred him to the reading of the third chapter of 
Matthew, and told-him that I had now more conscience 
than I had when I was baptized, and demanded more bap- 
tism to satisfy it. 

Said he, ‘‘Do you suppose that I can baptize you every 
time that you get a little more conscience ?’’ 

I answered him, ‘‘Yes; that is according to your state- 
ment. If baptism is for the answering of a good con- 
science, and that is all you said it is for, then surely you 


278 HOW I GOT OUT OF SECTARIANISM. 


can baptize ‘me to‘satisfy all-the good conscience I have 
now or ever will have.” : 

‘“Well,’’ said he, ‘‘perhaps you have found a point, 
and you seem to think that is all there is to it; go back 
and read some more, and you will come out all right.”’ 

I went back and read again. 

Soon after I united with the Methodist Church at this 
place I also united in marriage with a young lady who 
was also a member of the same church. About a year after 
our marriage a little girl came to bless our home, and when 
she was about six weeks of age the same pastor came to 
me and asked that I bring the child to the church and have 
it baptized. 

I said to him, ‘‘What for? Have you found something 
more in baptism than when you Seat me?’’ 

Said he, ‘‘No, not necessarily.’ 

‘‘Well,’’ I answered, ‘‘how can you then baptize my 
baby? Did you not tell me at the time when you baptized 
me that baptism was only for the answering of a good 
conscience ?’’ 

eV ea Tedid” 

‘Did you not also tell me at the time when you bap- 
tized me that the candidate is the one to choose the mode 
of baptism ?’’ 

“<Tthink-1 did?’ 

‘Well, then, how can you baptize my baby? First, 
you can not baptize my baby for the answering of a good 
conscience because it is not old enough to have any con- 
science at all. Second, if the candidate is the one to 
- choose the mode, that also would disqualify it, because it 
has not the power-of choice. It does not know its right 
hand from its left, and it has to take whatever is given it 
regardless of what it may be. And more than that, in 
regard to this matter of baptism or the use of water, I am 
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satisfied that if it had the power to express any desire at 
all, it would choose none whatever, from the fact that it 
eries every time its mother puts any water on it.’’ 

‘‘Well,’’ said the pastor, ‘‘Bro. Jones, would you stand 
between your child and the kingdom of heaven ?’’ 

I said, ‘‘God forbid.”’ 

He said to me, ‘‘Does not the Scripture teach, ‘‘Suffer 
the little ones and forbid them not to come unto me’?”’ 

I answered, ‘‘I believe it does.’’ 

‘‘Well, you are standing between your child and the 
kingdom of heaven, refusing to permit it to come to 
Jesus.’’ 

I said to him, ‘‘My dear brother, I can not believe you 
dishonest; I can hardly believe that you are trying to de- 
ceive me, but I must assure you that you are not dealing 
with one as ignorant of the teaching of the Scripture now 
as when you baptized me. You asked me to read, and I 
have read, and I have not read in vain. Let me quote you 
the remaining part of that verse which you quoted part 
of. ‘Jesus said, Suffer the little ones, and forbid them 
not to come unto me, FOR OF SUCH is the kingdom of 
heaven.’ 

‘‘In plain English this verse teaches me that the child 
is already material for the kingdom of heaven, and in the 
chapter just before this one I find where his followers 
had been wrangling among themselves as to which would 
be greatest in the kingdom of heaven. He called a child 
up and set it in the midst of them and said to them, ‘Ex- 
cept you be converted and become as this little child, you 
shall never enter into the kingdom of heaven, but whoso 
humbleth himself and becometh as this little child the same 
is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven.’ Now, I under- 
stand that nothing can be greater than the greatest. If 
to become like a little child is’ to make me the greatest, 
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then tie child itself must be the greatest. And if a thing 
that is already greatest is changed at all, it is made less 
because of the fact that it can not be made more.” 

He turned away from me in a rage, and said, ‘‘There 
is no use fooling with you,’’? and went and reported me 
to the officers of the church as a heretic and said I had 
fallen from grace. This was verily the end of my ex- 
perience with the Methodist Church, especially as a mem- 
ber of it, because, when the matter was presented to me 
and I was called to give an account of my treatment of the 
pastor, I renounced the whole institution, with all of its 
workings, and turned out into the world a rank infidel. - 

I turned from my experience with the Methodist Church 
to the reading of Tom Paine, Bob Ingersoll and other writ- 
ings among the infidels. Yet I must confess in all my 
reading of the infidels I found no satisfaction for my soul. 
After something like three years of this kind of living, 
believing or trying to believe there was none good, no, not 
one, in all of those who professed to be the followers of 
Christ, I had to decide the question of life with or with- 
out the church again. ; 

While I was living in the city of Washington, Ia., in 
the winter of 1892, two ministers came into the city and 
rented an old opera-house and began a protracted meet- 
ing. My father had always been a Baptist; mother had 
been a member of the United Brethren Church. Father 
had been a very strict close communionist, and had looked © 
upon all others as more or less hopeless.’ However, when 
these two ministers came to town, he came to me and said, 
‘Son, there are two old Campbellite preachers in town 
who have rented Everson’s old opera-house and will begin 
a protracted meeting to-night. Let’s go down and hear 
what they have to say.’’ My curiosity had been aroused 
by many remarks I had heard regarding the Campbellites 
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and their many peculiarities of belief and practices, and 
so I was determined to go and hear what those preachers 
had to say, and see what kind of a people they were. 

I attended the meeting nearly four weeks, every night. 
_ During the course of the meetings, at the conclusion of 
one of the sermons, in the invitation one of the evangelists 
said (G. L. Brokaw, then State evangelist of Iowa), ‘‘We 
invite you to come and take the word of God as your only 
rule of faith and practice, to believe what it teaches you, 
do what it tells you to do the way it tells you to do it, and 
be what it makes of you.’’ That appealed to me more than 
anything I had ever heard before. When I had turned 
away from the Methodist Church, I had resolved that if 
ever I found a man or any number of men who took the 
Bible, and the Bible only, as their rule of faith and prac- 
tice for life, that they will count me as one of their num- 
ber. I had so expressed myself to my father many times 
after quitting the Methodists, and on this particular even- 
ing, as we went home from the meeting, he said to me, 
““My son, did you notice the remark of the evangelist to- 
night ?’’ 

Psaid, > Yes, sir, 1 did,’’ 

“Do you not then think that you have found your 
partners ?’’ 

I answered him, ‘‘ Perhaps I have, but I was hoodwinked 
once, and I am not going to be in a hurry again. I am 
taking plenty of time to study upon this question, and if, 
after awhile, I find that they mean what they say, I will 
consider them favorably.’’ During the four weeks of 
meetings my father and my mother both united with this 
new organization as charter members. The new organiza- 
tion was instituted with forty-five members; one of the 
ministers, J. M. Atwater, was employed as pastor. After 
the organization had been running until September, 1893, 
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P. D. Holloway, of Keosauqua, Ia., was employed to hold 
a meeting. 

During the eight months or more of the pastorate of 
Bro. Atwater he had spent a great deal of time at my 
home. I had talked with him many times regarding the 
teaching of the Scriptures, regarding Christian life, and 
always in answer to my question he referred me to what 
the Bible says: ‘‘It is not what I think or what some other 
man thinks or what some one has written in some little 
book, but thus saith the Lord,’’ and that gave me a great 
deal of satisfaction. 

During this time I was thoroughly convinced that I 
had found my ideal. So on the third Sunday in Septem- 
ber, 1893, during the meeting of Bro. Holloway, I was 
buried with the Lord in baptism. At that time I had 
under contract several large buildings and employed sev- 
eral mechanics, but I resolved to give up all and follow 
the Saviour. I had found and told to others the good 
news of salvation through Christ. With this determina- 
tion, I closed out my business, signed over work to be done 
the following year to two of my apprentices who had 
served their time, and I landed in the city of Des Moines, 
la., and entered school at Drake University Jan. 16, 
1894, to prepare for the ministry. I will have been tell- 
ing the old, old story ten years next Easter Sunday. While 
I can not boast of great success in numbers of conversions, 
yet several hundred have come to Christ under my min- 
istry. Last year I was State evangelist of Kansas; am 
now located as minister of the church at Burlington, Kan., 
and am more firm in the plea of Christ and his apostles 
than ever. 
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Memory with me reaches almost back to the eradle, 
and yet in her most distant flights she does not pass the 
time when I was not religiously inclined. As two strong 
writers have said, I was not only ‘‘a religious animal,”’ 
but I was ‘‘hopelessly religious.’’ I ean not reeall the 
time, after I had learned of God and heaven, that I did 
not love the one and long for the other, and this loving 
and longing grew with my growth and strengthened with 
my strength, so that by the time I reached my teens it 
had become a consuming passion. I eagerly devoured every 
religious paper and book, and heard with an open heart 
every preacher who came near, pes to learn the way of 
salvation. 

Finally, when, in the midst of my teens, 

A GREAT REVIVAL 


began at Liberty Church, Pittsylvania County, Va., near 
our home, I hailed its coming with inexpressible joy, for 
I now felt that my burning desire would be gratified. 
The preacher was far above the ordinary. He was 
young and handsome. I doubt if Absalom was more so. 
He was tall, slender and graceful. His fine face was 
shaded with an abundance of black hair. His eyes were 
brown and full of expression. THis voice, well modulated, 
was rich and musical. His dress was neat and tasty. 
Though an educated man, he seemed unaware of it. His 


social qualities were of the highest order. The country 
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boy, just from the plow handles, and the college graduate 
were greeted with the same cordial hand. He possessed 
much magnetism and fiery zeal, and was thoroughly in 
earnest about his work. He sang with pathos and power 
the same sweet story told us in his sermons. And it did 
not require much time and effort of such a man to induce 
me to go to the ‘‘mourner’s bench.’’ He had only to tell 
me that it was an indispensable step to the peace for which 
my soul yearned, and I knelt there and waited for the 
blessing. But I did not find the peace promised as quickly 
as expected, or as readily as others found it. He saw my . 
disappointment and distress, and told me that they were 
because I had not given up all—my surrender was not 
complete—some secret sin, like an anchor, prevented the 
soul from floating into the haven of peace. 

Here was my first difficulty. I knew him to be mis- 
taken. I was not withholding anything. My surrender 
was absolute and complete. I was not only willing, but 
intensely anxious, to give up all for Christ, and I so in- 
formed him. He answered by pointing me to others all 
about me whose ‘‘perfect submission’’ had brought them 
a joyful salvation. 

I struggled on, agonizing, watching and waiting for 
the promised sight or sound, voice or vision. The ‘‘work- 
ers’’ came to the rescue, but they only echoed the preacher. 
They prayed with me and for me, and urged me to make 
a ‘‘eomplete surrender.’’ They sang pathetic songs and 
told thrilling stories, among them many death-bed scenes; 
but, strange to say, neither they nor the preacher pointed 
me to a single case of conversion in the Book of Acts, God’s 
guide-book for seeking souls like mine. 

Thus the meeting went on from time to time, but no 
relief came. No ‘‘still, small voice’’ was heard, no vision 
was seen, no wonderful experience thrilled my body and 
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soul in evidence of my acceptance with God. L almost 
despaired. My school and classmates and my friends and 
neighbors were being saved, but there was no salvation for 
me. My despair, dark and bitter, was driving me to 
desperation. I was almost ready to charge God with par- 
tiality. On my right hand and on my left scores of per- 
sons, not more honest, sincere or penitent, were shouting 
in their new-born joy and telling of the precious Saviour 
they had found, and my piteous plea was discarded. My 
thirsty soul received no drink, my hungry heart no bread, 
and to the boisterous billows in my bosom there came no 
voice saying, ‘‘Peace, be still!’’ 

I could not understand it. If God, as the preacher 
said, and as my mother had always taught me, was a loving 
Father, longing for the return of his wayward children, 
why did he not open the door and let me in? No language 
could express my anxiety to return, and yet he seemed 
unwilling. I knew my own father, though a wicked man, 
making no pretensions to Christianity, would not be go 
cruel, and I was strongly tempted to give up the whole 
thing as a delusion and a farce. And but for my instine- 
tive and well-nigh irresistible religious yearnings, this 
would have been the end. 

The methods used in my case were now modified, Havy- 
ing failed to secure for me a ‘wonderful conversion’’ with 
strange and miraculous experiences, the zealous young 
preacher and my friends told me that all persons did not 
have these lofty experiences, and that possibly I was ex- 
pecting too much. Some temperaments, they said, were 
not capable of such ecstatic and demonstrative joy, and 
they advised that I rise up and accept Christ publicly, and 
the light would gradually but fully dawn, and the joy of 
‘salvation in time would come. Determined to do all «in 
my power, I arose and confessed the Saviour as my own. 


288 - SEEKING SALVATION. 


But, O norrors! how my sad soul bled after I did it! In- 
stantly the sharp and bitter arrow of doubt pierced it to 
the core, saying, ‘‘Are you not deceived?’’ and the little 
hope I had was almost swept away, and back again into 
the dense darkness I went. But what could I do? I had 
taken the step, and had been proclaimed by the preacher 
as another conversion, and I was ashamed to retrace the 
one or correct the other. I would confine my doubts, bitter 
as they were, to my own bosom, and breathe them only to 
God, and maybe he would yet hear me and help me. And 
I hastened home, and there in the solitude of the forest 
near by, with no eye but God’s to see, and no ear but his 
to hear, I plead anew, with tears and great sorrow, for 
the evidence of pardon promised me in the meeting, but 
it came not. 
The next two years were 


‘THE DARK AGES’’ 


of my life. «s they dragged themselves lazily by, they 
brought me no help, but rather added to my spiritual 
sorrow. God alone knows how often and how sincerely 
I sought him during these long years. Night after night 
—for the burden was heaviest at night, and seclusion was 
most easily secured—I would bury myself in the forest 
just in the rear of the old home, and tearfully beg for 
some light or sound or vision or sensation—anything he 
chose to give that would ease my aching heart, by assuring 
me that my name was written in the Lamb’s Book of Life. 
But no answer came. The moon and the stars seemed to 
mock me. As they looked down, bright and happy, they 
said, ‘‘It is better to be a soulless planet, destined to de- 
struction in the final great conflagration, than an immortal 
soul: in doubt as to its acceptance with God.’’ And when 
the clouds bent about me, their gloom was a congenial at- 
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mosphere, and their warm drops were fit companions for 
my scalding tears. And when the owl would hoot and 
the frog croak, or when the fox and hare would go bound- 
ing by, I envied them their existence, or wished I had 
never been born. Then it was that I could ‘‘sing with the 
spirit and with the understanding’’ those doleful words 
so full of doubt and anxiety and. so expressive of my 
feelings: 
“°Tis a point I long to know, 
And oft it causes anxious thought; 
Do I love the Lord or no? 
Am I His? or am I not?’ 

For two long years—and O how long they were !—this 
awful experience continued, and yet I did not give up the 
struggle. I heard from so many of the rich reward of 
waiting—waiting frequently for many years—that hope 
still lingered and cheered me. But no human being who 
has not had a similar experience can ever know what I 
suffered during that time. 

But these two long, sad years, like all of earth’s sor- 
rows, finally passed away. The God of Joseph was soon 
to liberate another young man from prison. The God ‘of 
Moses, who rescued him from the fury of Pharaoh, would 
not leave me friendless. The God of beautiful Esther, 
who gave to her courage and light in her hour of greatest 
need, would not forget me in my sore distress. Tis ever- 
lasting arms, like the arms of a mother encircling her 
babe, are always about us, and his infinite wisdom always 
direets those who will be directed by him. 

Soon after the meeting just described an older brother 
adopted Missouri as his home. And soon after his arrival 
there one of her fair maidens won his heart, and they 
were married. And soon after the marriage the young 
people visited the old Virginia home. And during their 
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stay with us they drew such fascinating pictures of the 
great West that I determined to see it for. myself, and so 
I returned with them. 

I did not take my church letter with me. My expe- 
rience in the church had been so sad that I welcomed! an 
opportunity to get into the midst.of a people who were ig- 
norant of it, and I resolved that, if possible, they should 
always remain in ignorance. My experience was like thut 
which follows an unhappy marriage. I had looked forward 
to the sweetest and fullest joys, and had seen all my fond 
hopes blasted. And yet I was not willing to give up God; 
neither was I willing, with my heart so full of doubt, to 
have my name on the church register, nor to be found 
at the Lord’s table. I determined to see what could be 
done outside the church. 

And during all this time Satan, as well as God, was 
watching me; and when he saw these anchors lifted he 
rushed down upon me and tempted me to give up all, to 
make a clean sweep, to turn my back on the whole ques- 
tion of religion, which had brought’ me naught but dis- 
appointment and sorrow, and sail out again, free and un- 
fettered, on the broad sea of life; to throw the veins on 
the neck, and, like the wild horse on the broad prairies, 
give full indulgence to every appetite and passion, and 
thus quiet the storms in my bosom and stay the anguish 
of my heart. 

The temptation was strong, and the struggle which 
followed it was one of the severest of my life. When 
Satan reminded me that my happiest years were before, 
rather than after, joining the church, I knew that for 
once he told the truth; and when he promised me the 
return of my lost joys on condition of my full return to 
his service, I halted and hesitated and almost yielded. And 
while I was parleying with him, a thing we should never 
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do, the temptation struck me in a new and powerful form. 
It came from within the church, and from one to whom I 
had a right to look as one of my truest and most trusted 
friends. 

It was a raw, damp day, and this old gentleman, long 
a church-member, was with me at the little railroad town 
near by. He said to me that on such days he always took 
a little toddy for his ‘‘stomach’s sake,’’ and he invited me 
to join him, and thus I entered my first saloon. And how 
I shudder to think of this now! More than a thousand 
miles from home, a boy yet in my teens, parental influ- 
ence no longer near, church moorings broken up, no char- 
acter at stake, a bosom infested with doubt, a stranger in 
a strange land! What an opportunity for the enemy to 
strike, and O what a blow he did strike! He never lets 
such opportunities slip. And how skillful he was in the 
stroke. He did not use a boy of my own age. I might 
have hesitated to go so far at the first step if my pilot 
had been, like myself, an inexperienced youth. Neither 
did he use a man of the world, but a professed follower 
of the pure Nazarene. And more still: my evil pilot was 
not only to be a man rather than a boy; a professed Chris- 
tian rather than an unbeliever; but he was to be my own 
kinsman in the flesh, the one of all others at that time 
near me whom I had a right to expect would not mislead 
me, but would shield me in the hour of danger. 

Out, out into the broad, deep sea of sin I sailed. The 
winds were high and the waves were rough, and I did not 
find the ohject of my search—soul-happiness. My religious 
nature was stronger than I thought, so strong that even 
under these circumstances it refused to be stifled. The 
seed planted by the Creator in my heart, and cultured by 
a mother’s hand, would not be ignored, and I found that 
I could not give up God. And yet it seemed that I could 
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not be satisfied. What was I, poor soul, to dot I was 
burning within with a consuming thirst, and no one gave 
me drink; I was dying of heart hunger, and no one gave 
me bread; I was groping in deepest darkness, and no light 
shone on my pathway; I was calling from the depths of 
my soul for help, and no one answered. 

At this time I was teaching a little schuol in Callaway 
County, Mo., and boarding with-an elegant old gentleman, 
a genuine ‘fCampbellite’’—one who was a thorough believer 
in the teachings of Alexander Campbell, but would go no 
further. Like a guide-post, he stood ever ready to teach 
others the way, but not a step would he himself take. This 
shrewd and sympathetic old man was not long in learn- 
ing my trouble, and he lost no time in trying to relieve 
me. What-a contrast between him and the old gentleman 
just referred to! The one, a professed friend of the 
Christ, would lead me down to ruin; the other, making no 
such profession, and, knowing the truth, would give it to 
me, and thus save me out of my deep distress. 

My oJd friend preached me the truth, and preached it 
well, for he knew it, and was able to make it clear to others. 
But his preaching was paralyzed by his practice. He was 
a physician who would not take his own medicine. Had 
he only practiced what he preached, my deliverance would 
have come at his hands. 


ANOTHER REVIVAL. 


One Saturday morning in May, 1869, dreading a long, 
lonely day, and anxious to hear something new, I said to 
my genial friend that I thought of going to church to hear 
a ‘‘Campbellite’’? preach. I was anxious that he know my 
motive in going; it was for cwriosity’s sake. I had re- 
cently heard much of them, but most of it was bad, and 
so I thought to hear for myself. My suggestion met his 
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hearty encouragement, and in a moment he disappeared 
from the room, but soon returned, saying, as he entered, 
““Mr. Davis, Charlie [Charlie was his handsome saddle 
horse] is at the gate, and he is at your service.’’ I did 
not then understand his anxiety for me to go, but I do 
now. He believed the gospel as presented by these people 
was my only salvation, and he wanted to’see me saved. 

As I neared the church, it occurred to me that it would 
be interesting to the friends at home to havea ‘‘Campbell- 
ite’? sermon reported, for, like myself, not many of them 
had ever heard one. I was soon seated in the half-finished 
house in the midst of an audience of intelligent-looking 
people. I had not been to church for a long while. The 
preacher, D. M. Grandfield, a genial, bright-faced Irish- 
man and a graduate of Bethany College, prefaced his ser- 
mon as follows: ‘‘As a people we are often greatly mis- 
represented. We have no interest in being wrong. All 
our interests demand that we be right. Therefore, if any 
one present to-day is likely to speak of my sermon, I 
kindly invite him to make notes, so that he may report 
me correctly.’’ I was glad to hear this, and in a moment 
my pencil and paper were ready for a report. 

The sermon was not a careful statement of the position 
of his people, but rather a speaking of ‘‘many things,’’ 
most of which were new to me. His weapon was a shot- 
gun, and not a rifle, but it was double-barreled and loaded 
to the muzzle. He touched in a rapid and interesting 
manner a number of my difficulties, and threw many a 
ray of light on my way. Never before had I heard any- 
thing half so interesting. It was so fascinating that in 
a moment I forgot my pencil and paper, and for an hour | 
I sat there drinking in the strange, new truth. It seemed 
that some one had told him of my condition, and he was 

preaching for my special benefit. 
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At the close of the sermon I sought an introduction to 
him, and I spent most of the afternoon talking to him of 
my spiritual condition. I found that his experience had 
been much like my own, which was greatly in his favor, 
for we never speak so well as when we speak of the things 
of which we have a personal knowledge. My difficulties, 
one after another, I laid before him, and most of them 
were removed.. And what was strange to me, he never 
once referred to a ‘‘Discipline,’’ a ‘‘Confession of Faith,’’ 
a “‘Prayer Book,’’ or anything of the kind, but always to 
a well-fingered copy of the New Testament, with which 
he was wonderfully familar. This was in striking con- 
trast with the preacher in the first meeting. So unlike 
were they that I felt that one or the other must be wrong. 
Now for the first time I learned of the proper division of 
the truth and of the special value of the Book of Acts to 
one anxious to know how to be saved. 

The meeting continued, and I became a regular at- 
tendant, and always heard something which confirmed me 
in the conviction that ‘‘this sect everywhere spoken 
against’’ was teaching ‘‘the truth as it is in Jesus.’’ As 
opportunity offered, I continued my private interviews 
with the preacher, resulting more and more in the happy 
assurance that at least I had found the true way of sal- 
vation, and I found myself humming the familiar old 
couplet : 

“This is the way I long have sought, 
And motirned because I found it not.” 

But my old enemy was still after me, as he is to this 
good day, and as he will continue till I die. He whispered 
to me: ‘‘Many of your friends have lived and died in the 
Methodist Church, and have gone home to God; why should 
you change? Besides, you are about to act too hastily 
again. You don’t understand what you are doing. That 
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preacher is a shrewd fellow, and he is only showing you 
the bright side of ‘Campbellism.’ That is a way they have, 
for it has a very bright side, but it is the worst heresy of 
the age, not even Mormonism excepted. Wait awhile and 
weigh well this matter before you act, lest you have a 
repetition of your former experience. And, in addition to 
all this, why become a ‘turncoat’ and make yourself the 
derision of all your Virginia friends?’’ 

These were weighty suggestions, and they made the 
battle more difficult. But I had already thought of them, 
and had fully made up my mind that, with the help of 
God, I would do my duty, regardless of consequences. I 
continued in the meeting, resolving day after day to make 
the change, but my courage would fail. Finally, near its 
close, I did make ‘‘the good confession,’’ the noblest and 
most far-reaching act of my life. 

Since then my doubts have vanished like mist before 
the morning sun. I no longer look for miraculous evi- 
dences of conversion, but grasp and appropriate the prom- 
ises of God according to the mental laws which rule in 
all other realms. I recognize the fact that I have not 
two sets of intellectual faculties, one for the material and 
one for the spiritual, but that all things, both earthly and 
heavenly, both for time and for eternity, are to be dealt 
with by one and the same mental and moral powers. And 
now almost a third of a century has passed, and my joy- 
ful experience, like a river, grows broader, deeper: and 
more steady every day, and I believe it will thus continue 
till it is lost in the vast ocean of eternal bliss. And eternity 
will not be too long for me to praise my [Father in heaven 
for saving me from ‘‘so great a death’’ and giving to me 
this well-grounded hope of eternal life. To him through 
my Saviour be devout and grateful praises now and for- 
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All my painful struggles are traceable to three funda- 
mental errors: 

1. I did not understand the Bible. I thought it a 
‘‘dead letter,’’ incapable of making one wise unto salva- 
tion; a jumble of religious instruction, without plan or 
order. Had I known then, as I know now, that, like all 
God’s works, it 1s according to a perfect plan, like the 
plan of the planets, the seasons, and the covenant of the 
day and night, my sad experience would never have been. 

2. I did not understand conversion. I thought it was 
something done for us, and not by ourselves, and hence 
in it we were passive rather than active. Had I known 
then, as I do now, that when we learn of Christ and love 
him, and turn from the service of Satan to his service, we 
are converted, all this bitter experience would never have 
been. 

3. I did not understand the evidence of pardon. Believ- 
ing conversion to be a miracle, I thought the evidence of 
it would be miraculous, hence my expectation of sights, 
sounds, visions and fleshly sensations. Had I known then, 
as I know now, that when we do what God tells us to 
do, we have his word as the highest possible evidence of 
pardon, all my painful struggles would never have been. 
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